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Around Town. 


The City Council and the committees thereof 
are almost always willing to entertain propo- 
sitions to reduce the revenue, but seldom to 
increase taxes by placing an extra impost on 
nuisances, Those vociferous persons who go 
about shouting “fresh fish, salmon trout and 
white fish, just from the lake, all alive,” or 
** bananoes, sixteen for a quarter of a dollar,” 
or “nice, fresh berries,” and that sort of thing, 
had nerve enough to petition the committee 
in charge to have the tax on one horse pedlars’ 
wagons reduced from thirty to ten dollars 
each, Either these people do enough business 
to keep things moving or they would retire 
from their calling and cease their ear-splitting 
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cries, If their traffic is profitable they should 
pay a tax for disturbing the public peace, in- 
somuch as they have no shops and pay no 
taxes on a settled place of business. If it does 
not pay, our ears are rent for naught and they 
should quit their disturbing perambulatione. 
There are no doubt some people who are so 
peculiarly situated that the pedlar is a con- 
venience, but such customers pay for their 
anxiety to buy what they want at their door, 
and the pedlar in turn should pay something 
to the city government for being in opposition 
to men who are under great expense for rent and 
delivery wagons. Peddling in a city is almcst 
invariably a nuisance, even when the itinerant 
merchant refrains from shouting the merits of 
his wares under the windows of sleeping citi- 
zens, who would gladly pay for the extermina- 
tion of the whole tribe. With our finances in 
a deplorably bad condition, our ears raw and 
sore with the shrieking of these people, it 
would be wise to increase rather than diminish 
the tax. 


e * 

Some newspaper writers not overburdened 
with wit find the young E.aperor of Germany a 
convenient butt for their ill-considered jokes, 
There was a time, before the world had reason to 
understand that the young Kaiser not only had 
ideas but ability, and a great deal of diploma- 
tic shrewdness, when jokes about young Billy 
Hohenzolleren were amusing, but the “ travel- 
ing Emperor” has demonstrated his skill in 
sizing up the true meaning of international 
compliments by personally experimenting with 
the people of each country. He went to Russia 
and his reception there taught him that no 
matter how fairly and sweetly the Czar spoke 
to him, the people had no love for him or his 
house. His mother went to France surrounded 
by circumstances and international overtures 
of an artistic nature, calculated to flatter the 
French into as kindly a reception as pos- 
sible. She barely escaped mobbing and the 
newspapers attacked her with a _ violence 
which thoroughly exemplified the deep seated 
hatred Frenchmen feel towards Germany. In 
Austria and the minor lands contiguous to 
Germany, the young Emperor has dropped the 
plummet into what seemed the still sea of 
public thought, and he would indeed lack skill 
were he unable to recognize the meaning of 
what resulted from his soundings. Last of all, 
- having found the Triple Alliance his only hope 
in Europe, be went to England and there the 
grandson of Queen Victoria was received with 
royal acclaim. Tothe great mass of English- 
men he seemed almost one of themselves. He 
wore the uniform of a British admiral, as a 
nephew he appeared side by side with his 
uncle, the Prince of Wales; and as he re- 

viewed the troops he was a king among kings. 
There are some who imagine that British 
diplomacy should have prevented such a mani- 
festation of friendliness, but in the condition 
of modern affairs | imagine that sincerity and 
openness are a greater safeguard of peace than 
craft and concealment. Of course France and 
Russia are wild, They esteem Great Britain’s 
approval of the young Emperor a direct insult 
to themselves. What matters it?  English- 
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men hate Russia and have a reason to.| wide world. It is true that rocky fields in Ottawa is dangerous; it appears to each 


They have no reason to trust France. 
Associated with the Dreibund they can 
whip both of them. But there will be no 
war. Peace will be the result of the family 
gathering in Great Britain. The Queen is fond 
of her independent and sharp-tempered grand- 
son and the spirit of the English people in- 
clines towards him, for ‘‘ Perfidious Albion” 
has no love for France, nor is there an English- 
man from the clodhopper to the peer who 
would not rather enjoy atussle with Russia. 
The latter spirit has been particularly mani- 
fested in the case of the Queen’s son who mar- 
ried into the royal house of Russia. Both he 
and his wife are disliked in England, while the 
Emperor of Germany, not only for his grand- 
mother’s sake but for his own vigilant and con- 
fident attitude, is respected almost as much as 
if he were heir to the British throne instead of 
being Emperor of the next greatest nation— 
Germany. The travels of the young Kaiser 
have not been fruitless. Following the advice 
of the old king, he has gone abroad to see with 
how little wisdom the world is governed, and 
when he goes home he will understand the 
king business a good deal better than his neigh- 
bors do, Before he can graduate he should 
come to America and see how we do things 
hete. Perhaps he might not learn much good 
but he would get points on a good many sharp 
practices, 

That Sir Charles Tupper, High Commissioner 
of Canada to Great Britain, should espouse the 
cause and earnestly defend the idea of Imperial 
Federation, tothe Grit press and the French 
Canadian people, isa sin meriting dismissal. It 
seems to me that Sir Charles Tupper could not 
without forfeiting both his dignity and the sole 
purpose of his mission, be an annexationist. 
His detractors may preach that doctrine in 
Canada, but our commissioner certainly could 
not enunciate it in Great Britain. They de- 
nounce him as anxious to barter our liberties 
and sacrifice our autonomy for the paltry and 
empty honor of a voice in Imperial councils. 
No Imperial Federationist ever proposed that 
a single liberty that we now enjoy or a particle 
of the political independence which is ours 
should be forfeited in order to obtain closer 
political relations with the Mother Land, or to 
obtain commercial facilities such as would be 
certain(to direct emigration to our sbores and 
furnish a preferential market for our products. 


It is entirely *n accord with all the rules of pro- -“ a ara ; ae e 
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should be an Imperial Federationist. The’ 
Governor-General is an almost meaningless 
link between the Mother Land and Canada. 
The High Commissioner has thrice the com- 
mercial importance attached to his office and is 
thus the other and stronger link. If we 
intend to preserve the links certainly we 
should not expect the High Commissioner, 
any more than the Governor-General, to utilize 
his place except to maintain the relations now 
existing, and in those respects in which they / 
are insufficient and unsatisfactory to urge that 

they,be strengthened and invested with greater / 


y 


meaning, both from a commercial and patri-;: 


otic standpoint. Unfortunately those who’! 
oppose Imperial Federation can, in a few lines, 
pen a sneer which may take a world of argu- 
ment to answer, but fortunately there is 
an impulse in the hearts of those who 
are making the British colonies great 
the world over, which cannot be sneered 
away and commercial instinct, perhaps 
stronger than sentimentalism, has led 
every inguiring mind to a study of facts, 
resulting in the discovery that not only is Im- 
perial Federation the result of an affectionate 
desire, but would result in enhanced commer- 
cial prosperity. This argument, of course, is 
based upon the idea that there can be no Im- 
perial Federation, either desirable or lasting, 
in which the Motherland does not prefer her 
colonies and receive their products under more 
favorable terms than will be granted to foreign 
countries. Trade has followed the flag; the 
flag must yet protect the trade, not only from 
brigands and pirates on the sea, but from na- 
tions which, with all the instincts of the 
buccaneer, would seize everything and give 
nothing in return. 


The French-Canadians hate Imperial Federa- 
tion because their political leaders have all de- 
clared themselves against it. Why? Because 
they hate everything British aud would like 
the present condition of affairs to continue in 
order that they may enrich the Church and 
impoverish the Dominion by their peculiar 
political methods — methods which include 
boodling as the chief duty of a member of Par- 
liament, and capacity for unscrupulous intrigue 
as a statesman’s main requisite, Imperial 
Federation, it must be admitted, night make 
a change in our own provincial arrangements. 
This change would tend towards a, larger 
autonomy with regard to the Empire than we 
now enjoy, and with greater and better defined 
liberties French Canada might be pinched. 
That she hates the idea is proof enough 
that she knows that what is more British 
than we now enjoy would be more just. Those 
who are afraid of Imperial Federation should 
take the hint; they can well afford to love 
the scheme for the enemies it has made, and 
amongst those enemies can be found the slien 
disturbers of our domestic peace, 


When a well known writer described Ottawa 
as a snow-clad lumber village, he could not 
have seen the city of fifty thousand people as 
it now nestles by two of the most picturesque 
rivera in the world, surrounded by tree clad 
hills and green meadows, than which there are 
no more beautiful to be found in the whole 
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and stony roads are concealed from the 
general view “by distance and an azure 
hue.” It is like everything else in the 
Capital city, there is much that cannot 
be seen. The festive life of the member of 
Parliament and the Civil Service is more in- 
viting when seen from afar than when ex- 
amined by the inquisitive observer, who has 
opportunities to look over the walls of con- 
ventionality and see what is behind the bar- 
riers guarding official life from the public gaze. 
Ottawa is a rather pleasant place to live in de- 
spite its isolation. The Civil Service is com- 
posed of men of more than average intelli- 
gence, and Mrs. Civil Servant is generally a 
woman of considerable culture and ambition. 
To one anxious to know what the better class 
of people think and how they act, Ottawa af- 
fords advantages which Toronto, though four 
times the size, can hardly be said to afford. 
The amount of contact one has with reputable 
and thoughtful people is of more importance 
in a social and intellectual way than the size 
ofacity. Being thrown upon their own re- 
sources the members of thecivil service, though 
divided into many casts as is rendered neces- 
sary by the great diversity of origin, stick 
closely to one another and while they partici- 
pate in many social entertainments given by 
people greatly outranking them in wealth and 
position, they live in a rather quiet way and 
only the foolishly ambitious ones outstrip their 
income. Ottawa, socially, despite the many 
assertions to the contrary, is in one sense a 
democratic place and wealth has less to do 
with creating a position for those who are 
anxious to enjoy life amidst the best surround- 
ings than in any other city in Canada, It not 
being a city of millionaires, but everything 
having a certain political tinge, the aristocracy 
of wealth is not dominant and conditions 
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exist which we can hardly appreciate, and 
there is a sort of good fellowship existing be- 
tween members of Parliament and of the Civil 
Service that has protected many a favorite 
from well deserved dismissal. 

* * 

Socially, the Capital has many temptations, 
the strength of which we can hardly estimate. 
A small certainty in the way of a livelihood 
has always been reckoned a dangerous thing. 
This ‘‘ small certainty” has its attractions in- 
somuch as civil servants, though not hoping 


| for much, feel sure that while they retain their 


position they shall never be left with nothing. 
As a rule they stick to one another with extra- 
ordinary fidelity. While there are many dis- 
sensions in each department and politicians 
scramble for the higher places with an eager- 
ness which is too keen to be always honest, 
there is an unwritten code which prevents 
what schoolboys call “splitting” and little 
misses stigmatize as “‘tattling.” There may 
be a general knowledge throughout a whole 
set, of irregularities and these irregularities 
may be the subject of considerable gossip, 
yet it would mean cocial ostracism if anyone 
were to inform on his fellow clerk or to refuse 
absolution for vena) sins to an underling. Pro- 
tected by this unwritten law our Capital, as is 
the case with every other capital, has made it 
easy for civil servants to conceal their pecca- 
dilloes and difficult tor politicians to appre- 
hend with any degree of certainty the misdeeds 
of departmental attaches. There are many of 
those employed by the Government sothorough- 
ly honorable that the general stigma of corrup- 
tion which recent disclosures have cast upon 
every department, must be like gall and worm- 
wood to them, yet I doubt if any of them have 
been unaware of the irregularities which have 
been disclosed or are likely to be made public 
before the avalanche of scandal “ sweeps bare 
the mountain side.” 


@.-+@ 

The Capital is a little world of its own. It is 
more cosmopolitan than any other city, inso- 
much as the whole country has been recruited 
to make up its population. A pleasant contact 
comes of this cosmopolitanism, but ills are born 
and scandals bred in every atmosphere in 
which people live, presumably protected from 
the breezes of public opinion which may blow 
outside, and almost independent of those cy- 
clones of public censure which may rage else- 
where. The exclusiveness of Civil Service life 


ms yy 
4 
“A Parliament. 
y bY 4 ; 


one that the general opinion in that circle 
represents the opinion of the nation. It is not so. 
Nothing is so likely to mislead as an idea that 
what is held by a little circle is the voice of the 
whole people, That Civil Service ideals have 
done much to form the opinion of our members 
of the House of Commons, goes without saying. 
A man could not be more isolated from public 
opinion—that is, genuine public opinion—any- 
where in Canadathan at Ottawa. Newspapers 
are subservient, society is to a certain extent 
sycophantic, the men rely upon club life for 
their criticism, and the essence of the whoie 
matter is that there are too few restraints, 
too much laxity, too much falsity in a city 
where the member of Parliament is genexally 
away from his wife, and wine and frivolous 
society and all their concomitants have so 
much to do in directing the lives of people and 
shaping the ends of legislation. 


* * 

While in Ottawa last week a friend of mine 
said tome, when I asked what would be the 
results of the recent developments: ‘Oh, itisa 
mere incident. It will not be difficult to dis- 
pose of it.” I ventured to quote a couple of 
very suggestive lines from Excelsior : 

‘* Beware the pine tree’s withered branch, 
Beware the awful avalanche.” 
It seems to me that the withered branch has 
fallen but the awful avalanche is yet to come. 
Scandals load the air. There is no department 
which is said to be unassailable. Social as 
well [as commercial lapses are freely quoted, 
and there is nothing too indecent to be sug- 
gested. -Some years ago I sat in the press 
gallery through the major part of two sessions 
and have some data by which to gauge the 
assertions which are current. I am sorry to 
say,.that if an era of exposure is beginning 
many improprieties, some of them very 
shocking, will be revealed. Yet we would be 
a nation of innocents were we to believe that 
government could be carried on without mani- 
festations of those human weaknesses which 
are almost invariably connected with men of 
brains and individuality. If a scandal parlia- 
ment has been inaugurated we shall learn, not 
what is peculiar to the period under inspec- 
tion, but what is not uncommon to all capitals 
but is more or less a portion of the experience 
of all legislatore. 
Z 
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I am sorry that good people, pious people, 
conscientious people are not always elected to 
Somehow, even those who are 

not scorned by their neighbors because they 
‘are not good enough in a religious or temper- 
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//, wace sense, but who are thoroughly clean and 


upright in the commercial sense, find no 
4 strength in their record and no attractiveness 
sin their patriotism. To be a successful politi- 
cian when there are no grand issues before the 
} people, means merely the exercise of hypccrisy 
/! and the defence of evil. Party spirit is suffi- 
‘cient to sway old partizans, and hypocrisy and 
the defence of evil can be relied upon to pro- 
j;cure a majority. This is a sickening fact— 
'| sickening because it is a fact. Dirty things 


Ff) yget to Parliament on this basis, They get 
:¥ office because they have not decency enough to 


vote according to set principles, but have reck- 
lessness sufficient to insure recognition from 
party leaders. 
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French-Canadian advocates, briefless law- 
yers, moutby adventurers go to Ottawa and 
stand in the market place ready to be 
bought. They make no _ secret of it. 
Any scoundrel can go down to Octawa 
and have a score of them sworn in his 
service within an hour if he has money and is 
not obtrusively a Protestant. The first and 
easiest to obtain are those who are conscience- 
stricken with regard to French Canada. They 
are ready to jump over the fence whenever a 

| demagogue offers a French-Canadian resolu- 
tion. They are there to be bought and all they 
want is an excuse. Purchasers are not rare and 
unfortunately for the Conservative party, scan- 
dais are common, 
a 
* * 

For my own part, I think Mrs, Perley was quite 
as justifiable in receiving Murphy's diamonds 
as Lady Macdonald was in receiving those pre- 
sented by the Canadian Pacific Railway. When 
Sir Hector Langevin accepted twenty-five 
thousand dollars from contractors, he set an 
example likely to be followed by other people, 
particularly his subordinates. Whenever a 
member of the Government permitted the 
tempter to place his bait within their reach, 
the underling had reason to estimate the profit 
accruing to an easy cénscience, In the old 
play of Faust, Mephistopheles uses a box of 
jewelry to tempt the virtuous Marguerite. 
In the modern play of politics we find the 
same baubles used to dazzle the eyes of the 
women whorule men. The whole thing is of 


we wonder that the scheme does not become 
Yet women love precious stones 
and too often forget the precious virtues, 


time-worn. 


Cameron of Huron has sounded the key note. 
He says that to the victor belongs the spoils 
and the offensive partizans shall be ruthlessly 
discharged when the Liberals come into power. 
Il cannot blame him. The principle is, within 
reasonable limits, correct, but now it is used as 
athreat. Worse still, it is a notification to 
the members of the Civil Service that betrayal 
of their principals may save the informer from 
the Grit knife. All Ottawa is alarmed ; chief 
clerks and deputies wonder what will be the 
result, Mr. Cameron has made it apparent 
that to survive the cyclone that he and his 
party hope to produce, clerks must become 
informers—the “Carey's” of their department, 


the devil's invention, and so palpably so that 
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All this may have its influence; the cyclone 
may come—in fact has come—exposures of 
wrong doings which are not uncommon to 
governments will be the result; but let it 
not be whispered in Gath nor mentioned 
in the streets of Askalon that this sort of 
thing shall govern Canada. Not the corrup- 
tion of departments, though it may prove that 
more efficient ministers should be in charge, 
but the main aim of the Government is to be 
considered. It is worthless to be pure depart- 
mentally if we are unpatriotic nationally. The 
small things we lose in matters of detail are 
altogether insufficient to counterbalance the 
great things we sacrifice should the whole 
country be offered as a free-for-all purse in the 
political race for annexation. Corruption such 
as has already been exposed is a vile thing, but 
to throw the whole of Canada into the lap of 
the country that bred the loathsome brood of 
Micks and Nicks and Murphys who have been 
robbing us, tempting our officials and betray - 
ing their victims, would be a thousandfold 
worse. 


* 
+ * 


The Government may be overthrown—it cer- 
tainly will be unless it purges itself of every 
rascal in it, of every corrupt employee in iis 
service, of every unclean thing for which it can 
be held responsible. Premier Abbott and Sir 
John Thompson have pledged themselves to do 
this and we may rely uponit being done. It 
may be too late to save the Government from 
defeat but it is not too late to save it from dis- 
grace. The-Government motto now, at least, is, 
“ Turn the rascals out.” It is to be hoped that 
the country may not in its wrath turn around 
and put a fresh gang of rascals in. 


* * 

If asked what I would rather be or go fish- 
ing, I certainly should not want to be a school 
teacher. Perhaps if Icould be a schoolmistress 
I should dislike the task less than being a 
schoolmaster. For a grown man to teach the 
A Babs to assorted youngsters seems below 
his dignity, just as a strapping fellow at the 
ribbon counter of a dry goods store seems to 
be taking the bread out of the mouth of the 
little woman who ought to preside there. My 
experience as a school teacher is something I 
seldom refer to, most of it having been of a 
rural sort, where I underwent inconveniences 
such as are not suffered by those who have the 
higher rooms in a graded school. Men who 
teach boys, professors who in colleges have 
young men as students are rather favored than 
otherwise. The objection to school teaching 
lies in the fact that the ordinary teacher is 
forced to associate with minds far below his or 
her capacity, and this has a tendency to warp 
and contract the larger intellectuality. When 
we have to get down to minds that have net 
experienced the same growth as our own, or 
have no power to grasp the things which are 
easy to us, the uplifting and exaltation of work 
which requires our every energy and the use of 
our best powers, is lacking. Theman whoteaches 
the primary classes for ten years will be 
stamped all over with the word ‘“‘schoolmaster.’” 
He talks to his friends as if he were teaching an 
infant class, goes into details when telling a 
story and is so exact and explanatory that he 
becomes abore. In fact, he becomes fit (o as- 
sociate with no one older than the scholars he 
teaches, just as we become unfit to associate 
with anyone better than the companions an 
intimacy with whom has formed our character. 
I am not particularly fond of the schoolmaster 
of this sort ; he is too didactic, too overbearing, 
too apt to treat his associates as if they be- 
longed to an inferior race. Even the school- 
mar’m, with her pretty assumption of dignity 
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and a tendency to be daintily dictatorial, may 
carry it too far, but as a rule she is a very in- 
teresting young woman. Incountry places sle 
ia =pt to be the belle of the district, and in 
cities to be a trifle less frivolous than the great 
sisterhood who have no more serious or intellec- 
tual task than selling dry goods or wearing 
them. 


Toronto has welcomed right royally I hope 
the school teachers who havecome in thousands 
to the national convention. Our streets have 
never been so learnedly gay as while the pretty 
misses and the sedate masters and the grave 
and reverend professors have walked about, 
gazing curiously at unexpected evidences of 
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Canadian civilization. It has been largely 
a picnic party and a very extensive one. I do 
not think our lady visitors are quite so healthy 
and active as our own girls. Toronto has the 
most beautiful women in the world, women 
whose every motion seems healthful. To use 
a rural expression, our girls are ‘* better com- 
plected” than the bilious young ladies from 
the other side. I am free to confess, however, 
that some of the Yankee girls carry them- 
selves more gracefully and wear their clothes 
more stylishly than the feminine school 
teachers of Ontario. Another thing that is 
quite noticeable, though I should blush to con- 
fess to noticing such details, is that the Yankee 
young woman is better shod and is seldom, if 
ever, frayed about the edges of her gown and 
the what-do-you-call-‘ems that she wears right 
under it. She is not afraid to array herself in 
somewhat startling colors, but as a rule she is 
successful in producing a prettier effect with a 
cheap gown and a none too expensive hat than 
her Canadian sister is able to produce. How- 
ever, I reserve most unhesitatingly the palm 
for good looks for our own girls, Tae man 
school teacher from abroad, in nine cases out of 
ten, looks like a farmer, The men of the United 
States who live outside of the larger cities are 
bidly dressed. They wear ready-made cloth 
ing and they wear it toolong. Ido not mean 
too long in the waist but too long per annum. 
They shave irregularly and appear to be too 
little acquainted with the use of both the tooth 
and clothes brush. People laugh at English- 
men “tubbing” themselves so often, but what 
is more wholesome-!ooking than a well groomed 
man who either wears clothes which do not 
show the dust or keeps them carefully brushed. 


Another point of difference which no doubt our 
citizens have noticed, is the tendency of the 
American man to wear his linen after it takes 
on a brunette tinge around the edges. This of 
course does not apply to the residents of large 
cities. New York I believe has the most care- 
fully dressed men in the world ; Bostoniars are 
véry careful ; in Chicago the men are very flashy 
rule applies almost 
invariably to country places, particularly in the 
south and west, The day before yesterday’s 
shine on the boots becomes much obscured in 
the meantime, A bi-weekly shave is scarcely 
sufficient to keep the face clean. The use of 
the clothes brush on Sundays alone will hardly 
freshen up a suit of clothes, and it must be 
admitted that it is hardiy safe in warm 


But the “ over-worn’ 


weather to wear a collar more than a week. 
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Outside of these trifling criticisms, which are 
made merely as a matter of comparison, there 


is a shrewdness, an alertness, a self-confidence, 


something akin to aggressiveness noticeable in 
our American visitors. In very few states is 


the educational system to be for a moment 


compared with that of Oatario, yet the teachers 


have so much energetic individuality that they 
impress what they know and which they feel 
so absolutely sure of. They teach with all 
their might; they demand a response from 
their pupils and considering the difference in 
their scholastic attainments, are as a rule 
ahead of Canadian teachers. There seems to 
be an electrical thrill running through the 
whole nation to the south of us, and the sparks 
fly in the schoolroom as well as on the busy 
strests and amid the deafening uproar of stock 
exchanges. In fact, they have a ‘‘go” in them 
that we sometimes lack. They are not afraid 
to tackle big things and to teach every little 
bic they know of everything. And again I re- 
peat, they demand a response; they won't let 
boys and girls sit like bumps onalog. Every- 
body has to have some snap. I like this. We 
need more ofit. The very conventionalities 
which demand such strict attention to the 
shine on our shoes and the complexion of our 
collar, permeate our whole system. Mother 
Grundy is our head schoolmis‘ress and old 
D.ddy Stick-in-the-mud is too often our school- 
master. I hope the “gimp” and ‘“go” of our 
visitors will waken up Toronto school teachers, 


Then there are the older men and women 
who have been here. As a rule they know 
their business. They have made teaching 
their profession and as one newspaper re- 
marked, they are the teachers of teachers, or 
even the teachers of the teachers of teachers. 
Toronto has been proud to have them here, 
and the citiz»ns have opened their houses and 
made everybody welcome. As far as I can 
learn Toronto people volunteered to accom- 
modate in private houses ten thousand school- 
mistresses—a noble response. Toronto folks 
have no idea how much good the decency 
of the city’s hospitality will do to us as a 
people, and to Toronto as the educationai 
capital of Canada. The ten or fifteen 
thousand teachers will go back and tell 
a million and a half of the children of the 
United States that this is no mean city, and 
within a month from the opening of school 
young Yankeedom will know more about Can- 
ada than their fathers ever did. No better 
way could have been selected to impress our 
neighbors with the fact that we are very much 
like them and very well worthy of their respect, 
than the holding of the Teachers’ Convention 
in Toronto. Possibly if we could get ten thou 
sand newspaper men here they would write a 
good deal about their visit, but they are not so 
simple in their habits, so easily satisfied, so 
apt tocontinue to talk on any one topic as 
the school teachers are. It has been a 
good thing for Toronto, and it is to be hoped 
that our visitors will all go away happy and 
will add to their knowledge of this country by 
visiting other portions of it, 

Last week I spoke of Sir Richard Cartwright 
having raised tne flag at the Dominion Day 
celeb ation in Barrie. My correspondent was 
not quite clear on the point and he corrects me 
by saying that it was Sir Cornelius Kortright, 
ex Governor of British Guiana. I wondered at 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
————— sess eee 


railway franchise are evidently prepared to go | Well, I do vow, if that ain’t too cunning for 
to great lengshs in order to defeat the success- | anything!” “ Your people are dreadful 
ful tenderers. I will admit that I cannot com- | religious, I notice,” said a Hoosier school- 
prehend the ocean of figures the experts have | mistress to me. ‘‘Seem:; thar’s a meeting- 
presented, nor have many of the citizens time | house on every corner.” ‘Would you like 
to study out the report, much of which is based | to go in and see this one?” I enquired. 
on supposition and is therefore nota reliable | ‘“‘No, ma’am. I'm no ways interested in 
fector. That the Kiely-Everett tender is the |it. But if you'd direct me to a good 
better one has been the decision of thas: who | shop I'd care to do some buying, and if you'd 
pretend to understand, and tifé committee who | tell me a good dressmaker to make me som3 
have the matter in charge have voted in| suits!” Ileft her quarreling with a fashion- 
favor of the acceptance of this tender, The able modiste over the length of her skirts. 
disappointed tenderers are naturally angry She intended to have them short enough. 
end itis very probable that their disappoint- | “ Why,” she said conclusively, “I've got feet, 
ment, rather than their knowledge of any | and everyone knowsit. ‘Taint as if they were 
incriminating facts, gives birth to the charges | curiosities.” At that I left, a demoralized 
of boodling made so recklessly against their | member of the Reception Committee. Their 
successful competitors. Of course such charges | business like and commonsense directness are 
having been made, they should be investigated, | new and curious in those Canadian eyes which 
but it seems unlikely that men who have put | see them for the first time, but we can no 
in a straight, as well asthe best, tender, should | doubt learn many a lesson which will do us 
have to resort to the purchase of aldermanic | good from our frank and plain-phrased visitors. 
influence in order to have it accepted. If they | A goodly crowd were in the Granite Rink iast 
were the unsuccessful tenderers, or if they | night when we went in to see the exhibit. It 
were men without the means of carrying out a | was well worth a visit both in admirableness 
contract, or if they were not the mea with the | of material and arrangement. In fact, the 
greatest possible experience in street car mat- | whole convention refiscts credit on those 
ters, or indeed if they had not everything in | bright men and women who have contributed 
their favor as compared with the other ten- | of their time and brains and generous hospi- 
derers, one might see some reason for believing | tality to carry it to its successful termination. 
that to obtain the desired franchise illegitimate be 

methods were found necessary. SATURDAY 
Nieut has not been utilized to boom any set of 
tenderers, but when wild and scandalous) 41, 5 1. Gunn has left Pé. Sandfleld for 
rumors attack the reputation of men standing Southampton. 

high in the community, who have put in the ° 

only bid with plenty of money and experience Mrs. Young, wife of D. Young, leaves next 
behind it, no newspaper should overlook | Tuesday for Ocean Grove, New Jersey, on a 
the matter. If there has been any boodling | visit of four or five weeks. She will be ac- 
done let it be traced to its origin, and those | companied by her mother, Mrs, Jennings. 
things which are quoted as suspicious # . 
circumstances may be found to be tricks Mra. RB. Linton has gone to visit her son, 
deliberately done to injure the chances of the Mr. Charles H. Weeks, at Grand Rapids, 
successful tenderers. Such things have before Michigan. 4 

now been known in business and politics. The Mrs. Henry D. P. Armstrong and daughter, 
scandals at Ottawa have disturbed the public accompanied by Miss Skae, are sojourning at 
mind, and we are perhaps too prone to believe | ne Bay View House, Maine. 

the stories we hear of local magnates being - 

bribed, If the Kiely-Everett tenderers clear Miss Cochrane of Rochester, N. Y., will be 
tieir’ skirts of these charges, Iam quite sure | the guest of Mrs, Kenneth T. Stewart, who is 
that the people of Toronto would rather see summering at Sutton West for some weeks. 
them than any of the others obtain the fran- , 

chise, for we know what Mr, Kiely can do to- Mr, and Mrs, T. Frederick Webb of Avenue 
wards giving us a first-class street car service, | T0ad, Miss Rosaline and Mr, C, W. Webb left 
and the gentleman associated with him has | last week for Colborne, Presqu’ Isle and the 
had even wider experience. This much can be | Thousand Islands on a six weeks’ trip. 


said without at all underrating the merits of . . e Y = 
the excellent gentlemen who have made bids, Miss Fannie Cartwright of Kingston, daugh- 


and I imagine this city is not in any humor to aes wd a pane eee a = 
be experimented upon by amateurs. ee ee — ee 


Mrs. William Crowther and family have 
gone to Old Orchard for the summer, 


* 


Mr. A. C. Winton of 32 Halton street has 


The Esplanade by-lay was pissed on Thurs- | taken up his quarters for the holidays at Mrs, 
day in spite of the wide-spread dislike and sus- Durnan’s, Hanlan’s Island. 


picion of the civic administration felt by the ~ 

great majority of the citizeus. It does not Melville & Richardson, the Toronto general 

vindicate the administration but it is to be | steamship agency, report the following cabin 

hoped it settles a portion, at least, of the long- | passengers booked for Europe last week: Mr. 

vexed Esplanade difficulty, Let us thank | and Mrs. Thomas Blair Browning, Dr. Middle- 

Heaven for that. ton, Prof. and Mrs, Hirschfelder, Dr, Lester, 
as Mr. and Mrs. W. D. Beardmore, Miss Con- 


Fresh Air Fund: stance and Masters Willie and Charlie Beard- 





Previously acknowledged...................48 50 more, nurse and infant, Mr. Warring Kennedy, 
Workingman.......... o bepeeneeeccessees 1 00 Miss Clark, Miss Patterson, Mrs., Miss and 
H. Workingman se eeeecerereeeeees -++2 5 00 Miss Maurice Wellings and infant, Dr. Mc- 
a Btreet....-.- cess cee ee sess essere 1 00 Laren, Mrs. O'Donoghue, Mrs, S. J. Boyd, Mr. 
OO ee nce nc. t* eae eae nah tes art Grandringe, Mrs, V. G. and Miss Wilson, Mrs. 
DOL nn vsnarednnmeessgavemepaepidexes 360 50 Hugh McMahon, Dr. and Miss Thomson, Mrs, 


Don, Rose, Mr. F, Lee Morris, Mr. H. Crellingham. 





Three Canadian University Mr. Ignatius Kormann, a native of Alsace, 
Presidents. Germany, but residing in Toronto for the last 


sixteen years, died suddenly last Saturday of 
Purtraits of three of Canada’s great savants { heart failure. 
m.y be interesting in the present event of the 
National Education Association m convention: west has left for a visit with her sister-in-law 
All three are well known contributors to scien- near Barrie 7 
tific and general literature. Sir Daniel Wi'son f ° 
and Sir William Dawson are chiefly famous as Mr. Caulfield of 60 Grenville street and a 
biologists. Sir Daniel is also an accomplished | party of friends have gone to Muskoka for the 
Shakespearean scholar, and as an archeologist | holidays, 
there is no higher authority. He also writes 
poetry which is p3lished and philosophical. 





* 


Mrs. Charles F. Wagner of 726 King street 


Mr. and Mrs, Fitch and Mrs. Hetherington 
of Jarvis street are at Caledonia Springs. They 


Sir William Dawsen has combated with suc- i a di 7 
cess materialism and materialists. The great was spending the remainder of the season at 
‘acouna, 


Gladstone considers him without a peer asa . 

biologist. The words of Principal Grant as he Mrs. Savigny is at the Sand Banks, Prince 
spoke last Tuesday are still ringing in the ears | Eiward County. 

of our American visitors. He is an authority 
on politics and economics, and his contribu- 
tions are well known in the American maga- 
zines and reviews, 


Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Catto of Boswell avenue 
are at Port Carling. Mr. Edward and Miss 
Maud Blackhall of Wood street are also sum- 
mering at Port Carling, Muskoka. 

Miss Maud Ellisson of Boswell avenue is 


visiting friends at Paris, Oat. 
The members of the Reception Committee . 





— 


Social and Personal. 








commendation of our city as a “right smart 


some satisfaction to those who believe the sun 


who had the social and personal part of our 
week's entertaining on their hands, may now 
rest from their labors, satisfied that their 
guests will return with ardent gratitude 
the kindness they have received during the 
pist weekin Toronto, should fste ever lead 
any of us north, south, east or west where our 
guests are, as they say, located. The stout 
couples from San Francisco who trudged pers- 
piring in search of the kindergarten sessions 
until he was reduced to swearing and she to 


tears, will have cause to remember their de- generously given by Mr. Benjamin Kent 
liverance if ever I go their way, and the “tired Among those present were Mr. and Mrs F. 
out” girls from Kentucky won’t forget the Roper, Mr. and Mrs. B, Kent, Mr. and ite s. 
pleasant afternoon we spent together, nor yet B. Brush, Mr. and Mrs. E. P. Pearson, Mr te 
that grim-faced maiden who, in response to a Mrs. W. H. Stone, Mr. and Mrs. R. Piemin Mr 
valiant enquiry as to what I could do for her, and Mrs. W. J. Davis, Mr. and Mrs, Samana 
said forcibly, “ Wall, I dlike to gosomewhars!’ Hewlett, Mr. and Mrs. George Lugsdin, Mr. 


I was very frightened, but suggested the | and Mrs. E. A. Miles, Miss S rauss, Miss Spar- 
Granite Rink and then a drive, for which we row and Miss Perse. 


made up a partyand which she owned to enjoy- 
ing. I think onecould scarcely find brighter and Mr. Coarles H. Murdoch and family are 
more self reliant women than have trudged | 82ending the summer at their residence, Mac- 
our streets for the past five days, and their | ©@88a Point, Muskoka. 
universal approval of us and their gracious 


The long looked for Progressive Fiip party 
wae held at the Hotel Louise, Lorne Park, on 
Tuesday evening last. Mr. Seely B. Brush, 
who had kindly undertaken to make all ar- 
rangements, conducted the game and presented 
the prizes at the close. The hotel parlors were 
brilliantly lighted and nicely decorated. The 
first lady’s priz2 was won by Miss Maud Pear- 
son and the gentleman’s by Mr. Charlie Hall. 
Tae latter was a handsome walking stick and 
the former a souvenir spoon, both having been 


Miss Alice M. Gray, daughter of Major H. A. 
Gray, C. E., 151 Sherbourne street, arrived 


town” and a “ healthy spot,” must have given 
er home on Monday last from Sydney, Cape 


the time how Sir Richard Cartwright could | rises only to light up Toronto. The Western Bret »n, acc »mpanied by her brother, Mr, Henry 


have lent his services to anything so patriotic 


women, with their keen, observant glances 
as a fisg raising on Dominion Day. It is cer- | and their wonderful resource, have been like a 


S. G. Gray, paying teller of the Bank of Hamil- 
ton in this city, who has been spending a por- 


tainly very unlike him, and I am told that the | page in a new book to me. Samanthy Allens tion of his holiday in the Lower Provinces. 


leading Reformers and one of the Reform | and Betszy Bobbetts have faced me like ghosts 
newspapers, together with the national so-| come back to earth, and the unusual “ Yes, 
cieties which seem to exist to perpetuate old | ma’am,” has raised the grin on my countenance 


Mies Jessie McDonald of Buffslo, N. Y.,a 


with her uncle and aunt at 151 Sherbourne 


country notions, all hung back. Under the cir-| more than once, And the family party, the atest 


eumstances, Mr. J. C. Morgan, the insp:2ctor of | portly father, the delicate mother, the teacher 
schools, is deserving double credit for the suc- | son and the kindergartener daughter, did you 


cease of his effort. 


Miss Campbell and Miss S range have re- 


*. 


not see them riding on Jarvis street, and hear | turned from their three months’ trip abroad. 
*« them, as a lady cyclist flitted by, exclaiming: . 
Those in favor of the city retaining its street | ‘Say, drivah, halt till we see the young lady. 


have returned from their trip round the world 
over the new C. P. R, service. 


Mr, Clayton of Ottawa is staying with Mrs. 
Vankoughnet on John street on a three weeks’ 
visit. 

* 


Mrs. Heron of Ottawa is staying with her 
mother, Mrs. Gordon Brown, on St, George 


street. 
* 


The Misses Homer-Dixon gave a dance on 
Taursday evening to the combined team: of 
American and Canadian cricketers who have 
been playing the annual international match. 
Several ladies were invited, and notwithstand- 
ing the warm weather a most enjoyable time 
was spent, and the spacious grounds came in 
as a welcome requisition for those who found 
it too hot to dance, 


.Miss Fahey of John street is visiting friends 
in Port Perry. 


- 

I went to the Island on Saturday evening to 
see for myself the delights of the sand bar. 
Picture to yourself my astonishment, who 
have not-visited the Center Island for two or 
three years, when I landed on the new quay 
and followed the crowd of city folks through 
the smooth grass-grown expanse of the Island 
Park which seemed to my amazed eyes a sort 
of mirage, ready to fade into the sandy hum- 
mocks and bare patches of some seasons ago. 
It is really pretty, really clean, and really a 
credit to its active and enthusiastic authors. 
The orchestra guided my steps to the ball-room 
over the boat houses, where in becoming 
blazers and white flannel nether garments 
the stermer sex were dancing attendance 
on their fair visitors. Mr. James P. 
Murray—a staunch believer in and a good 
advertisement of the benefit of lake 
side living—gave me a hearty welcome; 
in fact heartiness and enjoyment were con- 
spicuous everywhere. The dancing floor is 
smooth and springy, and the merry couples 
who flitted over it in the lawn and flannel of a 
charming neglige were, if rather warm, brim- 
ming with fun and happiness. These weekly 
concerts and hops are a bright spot in the 
summer's du!lness for the Islanders and their 
city friends. 


x 


Mr. John Gray of the Dominion Bank is 
away for a holiday visit in the country. 


Mr. Anderson of the Dominion Bank has re- 
turned to his post. 


Mr, T. F. Gunson is away on a fishing tour. 


Mr. D. S. Wedd is away with a yachting 


party. . 


Mr. and Mrs. Reginald Denison have taken 
the water trip to Chicago. 


Mr. and Miss Horrocks of Grenville street 


are visiting at St. Catharines. 
* 


Mrs. R. S. Neville and family are at the 
Sand Banks. 


Rev. Street Macklem and Mrs, Macklem 
have returned from Europe. Mrs. Macklem 
has been much benefited by the visit, and the 
rector is as energetic and earnest in his work 
as of old. 


Mrs. and Miss E. Clarke of Oatario street are 
holiday making in Oakville. 
* 


Mr. and Mrs, James Pringle and family have 
been staying at Center Island. 


Miss Bessie Williams of 23 Grosvenor street 
has gone to reside in New York. 
* 
Mr. J. A. H. Campbell and wife of York, 
Pennyslvania, are visiting Toronto for a few 
days. 


In the death of J ohn Sinclair, an exceedingly 
popular citizen passed away. His brother, one 
of the most popular artists in Toronto, died 
not long ago much regretted by all who knew 
him. The late John Sinclair was treasurer of 
Doric Lodge, a member of St. Andrew and St. 
John’s Chapter, Geoffrey de St. Aldemar Pre- 

(Continued on page Eleven.) 





Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ont. 


Hops Every Saturday Evening 
During the Season 


McGaw & Winnett 
PROPRIETORS 





JACKSON'S POINT 
LAKE SIMCOE 


This f.vorite resort is being made more attractive than 
ever. The hotel hag been refitted, the grounds have been 
laid out anew, six new cottages are ready to be let, lots can 
be had for a trifle, a planing mill is oa the ground, and 
material for building can be had for half of city prices. 


Seamer Kendrick connects with Barrie, Orillia, Bradford 
and Beaverton. Direct train connection via Midland 
Railway to Jackson's Poiat twice daily. Summer tickets 
for fifty miles at commuted rates. 

Apply for terms, etc., W. 3. RAMSAY, 

Sutton West. 


Paris Kid ‘Glove Store 


Special Sale of Gloves During 
July and August 


Kid-Fitting Silk Gloves from 50e, 
MOUSQUITAIRE GLOVES 


In all lengths and all the newest sh ides 





We are clearing out a lot of 


Glace Gloves at Greatly Reduced Prices 


Gent’s Driving and Walking Gloves 
Misses and Children’s Gloves in 
Great Variety 


R. & G. CORSETS, IN ALL COLORS 


A special line in summer corsets, $1.25. 


WM. STITT & 00 


11 and 13 King St. East, Toronto 





hy HERE is a grace 
HN and sweetness in 
/ the touch of the New 
Scale Dominion Piano 
that is at once a reve- 
lation and delight to 
musicians accustomed 





to the heavy touch and 
cumbersome tone of 
the ordinary Canadian 
piano. 

Our piano is a dis- 
tinctly original crea- 
tion, and embodies 
points of art in its con- 
struction possessed by 
no other piano on the 


continent. 

Call at our ware- 
rooms if you are interested in 
good pianos. 

DOMINION PIANO 


AND ORGAN CO, 
Warerooms : 68 King St. West. 


GOLD BLONDE TO J&T BLACK 


You can change the color of your hair to any shade de- 
sired by using 


IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 


Perfectly barmless and easily applied. 


SEVEN COLORS 








TO BE HAD AT 


MeARTHUR’S DRUG STORE 


230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter 
TELFPHONE 479. 


TORONTO, HAMILTON & MONTREAL 


POPUL4R PASSENGER STEAMER 


OCH AN 


JOHN T. TOWERS, Master, 


Leaves Hamilton 10a m., Toronto4p.m., every Saturday 
for Kiogston, Brockville, Prescott, Cornwall and Mont- 
real. Fare from Hamilton, $8; return, $15, Fare from 
Toronto, $7 50; return, $14. For freight or passage apply 
to W. A. GEDDES, 69 Yonge Street, Toronto, or at Gaddes’ 


WATER 


TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Agent, 72 Yonge Stree!, Toronte 


ICE CREAM — 
FREEZERS 


The Gem Fy, eezer is unequalled for 
simplicity, durability and its speed 
in freezing. Sherbets, Water Ices 
and all description of desserts may 
be frozen with most satisfactory 


RIGR LEWIS & SUN 


(LIMITED) 


Corner Victoria King and Streets 








Canning and Preserving 
RORER 


A book for every woman who expects to put 
up fruit and vegetables for next winter's use. 
Here are plenty of choice recipes with such full 


By MRS. S. T. 


niece of Mrs. Gray, will spend her vacation directions that no one can go wrong. 
means a great deal to the housekeepers a Sav- 
. ing of dollars and cents. 
Cloth, 75c. Send price and receive it free of postage, 


JAMES BAIN & SON, Society Stationers 


Mrs, and Mr, H. Cawthra of Beverley street King Street East - 





Toronto 





—————— oedkens! = 


How to can and preserve 


Fruits and Vegetables 


How to make 


Marmalades 

Jams 

Butters 

Jellies 

Syrups 

Pickles 

Catsups 

Flavored Vinegars 
Powders 


This 
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Between You and Me. 


cow-slip have out- 
lived their fashion- 
ableness, and that 


one must wear car- 
nations. Hownice! 
They are sweet, 
and their sweetness isn’t heavy like tube roses 
or hyacinths, but with a spicy fragrance that 
refreshes while it delights, and they are cheap 
and they last longer than almost any other bou- 
tunniere, The Duchess of Portland (on dit) pins 
an enormous carnation in the Duke’s coat, daily, 
and the Anglo-maniacs of Gotham must there- 
foredolikewise. Various pretty little paragraphs 








NEW YORK fa- 
shion authority 
announces that the 
violet, the lily of 
the valley and the 


to be utterly chic 


shall go on heartily and bravely, knowing we 


can *‘ call out the reserves.” 
* 


A Teutonic friend of mine, with a big heart 
in a big body, has made me acquainted with a 
case of which I think an account might lead to 
satisfactory results among my lady readers, 
A young lady has been unexpectedly thrown 
upon her own resources by the fact of her hus- 
band having become paralyzed. She is sociable, 
pleasant-mannered, musical (not in the nursery 
governess style, but trained and capable) pre- 
possessing in appearance, and penniless, and 
would gratefully undertake the duties of com- 
panion for a very moderate salary and a com- 
fortable home, Ido so wish some nice kind, 
well endowed reader of mine would write and 
say, ‘‘ Tell her I want her!” 





































Lapy Gay. 










The Druids —A Fragment. 


For Saturday Night. 
Then twenty Druide, old and gray, 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


item from the underwear 


N 
department of this store. 


again 


Blouses and blouses and 


= 


TEACHERS! 


If you want to purchase anything in 
the RUBBER GOODS LINE while in To- 
ronto it will pay you to visit the 


GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE 





















Approach a keltic prayer to say ; 

Their steps are meek, their feet are slow, 
Their tresses are as white as snow,— 
They sing as round and round they go :— 






about this same duchess are floating about the 
news columns. She is held up as a mcedel 
mother, and extolled because she is so fond of 
her little daughter, Lady Violet, that she had 
her brought to a bazaar at which her Grace con- 
descended to take a stall and exhibited her 
with maternal pride to friends and purchasers. 
I don’t see anything worthy of paragraphing 
e in that, myself, but those who know the usual 

{ ways of duchesses seem to think it wonderful. 


blouses. Seeing that it’s summer 
weather and holiday times, could 
we give you anything newer or 
more pat to the occasion? We're 
doing a great trade in blouses, be- 
cause, likely, we're adepts at mak- 
ing up ladies’ wear of almost any 
kind, and the underwear depart- 






LORS 12 King Street West 






“* The fires glow ‘neath the mistletoe, 
Woe, woe, woe, wee ! 
And many a Roman’s bones shall glow 
In the fires beneath the mistletoe. 






English Tweed Mackintoshes a Specialty 





“* Our hearte are strong, our spears are keen, 
Our faces blue, our arrows green ; 
And many a Roman’s bone; shall glow 







onto ° 


Some one remarked one day, that our weather 
had one peculiarity. It was apt torepeat itself 
at weekly intervals, that if it rained deter- 
minedly on one day, one week, it nearly always 


































In the fires beneath the mistletoe. 





** The fi:es glow ‘neath the mistletoe, 
Woe, woe, woe, woe ! 
And many a Roman’s bones shall glow 
In the fires beneath the mistletoe.” 





ment has a great reputation. 


Blouses, all colora, 402. 
Blouses, stripped, 40c. 
Blouses, checks, 40c. 
Blouses, spots, 40c. 
Blouses, Norfolks, 60c. 
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a grace repeated the dose on the same day of the e Bi cits tava, 0s; 050.. 42 18 ° j 
tness in week following. Last Tuesday it rained onthe Jas. A, TockEe. maine. Apmand’s Hair and 
he New giddy Sunday School picnics, and this Tuesday “ ' ca Cea $1.50. Perfumery Store IS THE VERDICT 
1 Pie it poured on the assemblage of educational An Encounter on Cobb's Corner. Blouses, colored surahs, $2.75. zs jo 
aad visitors who throng the city. And we all There was the usual throng swarming on Blouses, black surahs, $3 50 Has removed from 407 Yonge 
sie SORE: h ted home (0 look its best | Cobb's corner waiting for “a car.” In the) The girls are “catching on” igs 
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tone of Toronto, or any other city, is not improved by | insect of a well known species was such as to White Skirts, deep hem, 35c. Largest and Handscmest Hair 
aibaiattaiin mud and rain, call forth the lights and shadows produced by Sir ian ane ES Ses 
ee ° contrasts, and to sufficiently demonstrate the Muslin nae #1 20. sUmery ERADEEEmONs 18 CANES 
By the way, isn’t it funny. how our visitors | crushing cumulative force of male relies. Pure Linen Aprons, 202. : : DR ESS BON ES 
a di were impressed by our Sabbatarianisn? “The He approached her with an ingratiating air. Children’s white dresses at clearing prices. All modern improvements for 
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1 crea- folks here either die or lie in bed Sundays, “ Yes, sir,” replied the unsuspecting maiden. : a Dressing Parlors. The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, metal tipped, 
nbodie said one puzzled Southerner to his mate. ‘* Where was you going?” R SIMPSON Select Stock of Fashionable Hair Goods securely stitched and fastened ina covering of superior 
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quered, and I grilled and farned with my 
neighbors, and pitied the parson and the or- 


ganist. 
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you.” 
* You are very good.”—Judge. 
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to crown all, every time I look at the dusty 
shutters and dying flowers 1 see not them, 
but instead a tantalizing vision of mother and 
father and wee'ns, clad in strange and bygone 
garments, making sand castles, hooking black 
bass, swinging in hammocks, eating their fill 


—Judge. 





Too Much of a Recommendation. 


Cohen—Meester, dot suit fits you like der 
paper on der wall. 

Growley— Yes, I see it does ; but I don’t like 
clothes that stick to me.—Judge. 
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measles asylum, turns the pictures to the wall 
as though we had a death in the family, dis- 
misses or carries off every servant except one 
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sort, asks for an increased allowance to pay 
watering-place charges, kisses me, and then, 
with every child I’ve got, sweeps out of the 
establishment, to be gone till late in October. 
I tell you, those are hard lines on a man, and 
I can see but one way to settle it—simply get 
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prompt delivery and excellent con- 
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CHAPTER VIIL. 


ANOTHER INQUEST AND ANOTH ER VERDICT. 
** Call the first witness,” ordered the coroner 


sharply. 
P policeman threw open the door, and 


The 
fixed his eyes upon & little knot of men and 


women who were whispering together in & 
corner of the passage. 
































came forward. 
oned him into the room, mo 
to stand, and closed the door. a 

“* Your name is Mike Beaston? inquired the 


voroner. s 
“J ghould like to see the mon, as said it 
warn’t,” was the somewhat pugnacious reply. 
The witness had been preparing himself for 
the unaccustomed ordeal through which he 
had to pass, by frequent vi-‘ts to the tap room, 


witb the result that without being drunk he 
But a glance 



































such witnesses and knew how to p 
He had assumed an air of the severest dis- 
nd the frowning gaze which he bent 


ticularly disconcerting to that gentleman. 

“ Answer simply yes or no,” he remarked, 
sharply. ‘‘ Your name is Mike Beaston ! 

“Yes, sur,” was the much subdued answer. 

« What are you by trade?” Biola 

«‘Shure I work at anything. I ain't ticular. 

I've been on a job at Egson’s Wharves the last 

month, sir. D——d skinny job it is, too, he 

added, in an undertone, which only reached 
the policeman’s ears. 

P. C. 198 having noted C 
coroner’s frown upon the witness, tried one on 
his own account as & rebuke for such unpariia- 
mentary language. The attempt was a con- 
spicuous failure. Mr. Mike Beaston was un- 
' used to coroners, and had been distinctly 
i impressed by this one. Policemen, on the 
: other hand, he regarded with all the profound 
ntempt bred of a great and often too close 
4 familiarity, and he met P. C. 198's austere 
' frown with a bland unconsciousness which 
wai, to say the least of it, provoking. The 
latter removed his g2#Z2, and promised himself 
revenge the very next time he had the pleas- 
ure of running Mr. Mike Beaston in—which, 
by the by—occurred within a week. But this 
has nothing to do with the inquest. 

“You lodge at 19 Bloomer’s place ? asked 


the coroner. ; . 
“For shure, yer honor,” replied the witness, 


who was in asomewhat happier frame of mind 
bi atter his triumph over the official by his side. 
; “And your room was on the floor above the 


: one occupied by the deceased ?” 
* Yes, sur.” 
«At what hour did you return home on | 
‘ Tuesday night, the i7ch?” es 
et “*’Bout arf our arter closing time. | 
; The coroner looked up, mystified. 
** Do you mean——” 7 
i ‘* Beg pardon, sir. He means after the public 
house3 are closed,” interrupted P.C. 198, sig: | 
{ nificantly. f 
SY Tae coronor accepted the explanation, but 
; promptly snubbed P.C. 198 for interfering, to 
the delight of the witness. P.C. 198 assumed & 
gloomy air of out aged dignity, and during 
the remainder of the examination did not open 
his lips. 
“Did you go straight to bed when you got 
home?” the coroner went on. 
** For sure I did; what else wur there for me 
to do in my bit o’ a room. I just tumbled on 
my bed, and iv’s myself wur fast aslape in less 
than no time, yer honor.’ 
“You heard no noise in the room below ?” | 
« None, yer honor.” " | 
** Nor as you passed it on your way up? 
** No, sur.” 
* Not even voices?” 
** Not even voices, sur. 
the grave.” 
“Until what time did you sleep 7” 
“It wur about half past six when 
and turned out straight away.” 
«*Tell me what you saw on your way down- | 
stairs.” } 
The witness, who was now quite at his ease, | 
ran une hand lightly through his hair, and 
after a brief pause to collect his thoughts, | 
commenced volubly but disconnectedly, to ex- | 
plain the circumstance which led to his being | 
connected with the case as witness. He was | 
on his way downstairs, and was just passing | 
the door of the room below his when | 
he 
which, when he 


the effect of the 
















































2 oye the np noe RI PRET AI Sr 


a ag ate mn 


It was all as quiet as | 


I woke up, 


put his foot on 
he perceived was wet. He struck a light, 
and, s ooping down, found to his horror that it 
was blood which was slowly trickling in a 
little stream from underneath the door of the 
room which he was passing. 

“Indeed, yer honor, I wur fair daz 2d, I wur 
when I seed it, and I didn’t do now’t for a 
minute or two but look at it. Then I come to 
myself, and I knocked at the door. ‘Mes. 

ard, I cried, ‘Mrs. Ward, open the door, 
there s a good un;’ but there warn’t no answer 
so I just put my foot against it like, and open 
it went. I've see'd some queer sights in my 


noticed a dark stain on the boards, | 
it, | 


THE PEER AND THE WOMAN 


By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 





ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


** She did no work, sir, 


ferent sort of person to your other lodgers, for 
instance?” 


take much notice 


** Mike Beaston,” he called. *‘You're wanted. av 
Come this way.” . i she —" 
A tall broad-shouldered man in the pl «ek you any reason to suppose ee 


was not her real name?’ 
name was as good as another to me.” 


did no work?” 


mut else to do besides watch my lodgers 
about.” 


was inclined to be quarrelsome. “She k . if = at 
tch courage 002- mitted. e kept herself respectable, see 
oneal ee the fatter was pa to | ingly. She was mostways at home crying at 
treat them. nights? 7 
© Did she ever have any visitors? 


jurymen; 
forward with nervously twitching lips and 
bloodshot eyes. 
terested. 


night then?” 


times?” 


arrived?” 


the door o’ my room, b 
didn’t, no more than just come half-way in 
like, and I wur a sitting t'other end wi a little 
oil lamp on the table by 
dark like. 
room?’ and I sez second floor front, and off 
he goes. 
the size of 
to Monsieur de Feurget, who frowned and 
seemed ill-pleased at 


| yours, then?” 


visi‘ors, 
must have been the murderer. 


| 
| 
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as I know on.” 
* She paid you regularly, then?” 


“Pretty well.” ° 
“Did it never strike you that she was a dif- 


it did, particular. I didn’t 
of her.” 
the name of Mrs. Ward when 


“Can't say as 


**She gave you 


“No. I didn’t bother my ’ead about it. One 


‘“‘ How did the deceased pass the time if she 


“IT don’t know. How should I? I've sum- 


“ She went out occasionally, I suppose Be 
“Oh, yes; she went out sometimes.” 

** Did she ever go out at night?” 

“IT don’t know as she did,” the witness ad- 


“ Never until the night she was murdered.” 
There was a slight sensation amongst the 
Monsieur de Feurget, too, leaned 


He was evidently deeply in- 


‘‘She had more than one visitor on that 


** She had two!” . 
“Did they come together or at different 
* At different times.” 

‘Were they both men?” 


oy ” 


--Now tell me at what time the first one 


‘““ About half-past nine.” 
“Can you describe him?” 

‘No, I dunno as I can. He just knocked at 
I sez come in, but he 


me, so he wur in the 
He just sez, ‘ which is Mrs. Ward's 
He wur a little chap and thin—about 
that there gent ”—and she pointed 


the comp rison. 

“ How long did he remain upstairs?” 

“Not more than ‘arf an hour I shouldn't 
think.” 

‘Did you hear their voices ?” 
“Yes, now and agep.” 

** Were they talking in a loud key 2 
seem to be disagreeing ?” 

‘Sammut of that sort. She wur a sobbing 
and carrying on and he wur terribly angry.” 
“You didn’t overhear any part of the conver- 
sation ?” 

“No. I didn’t listen.” 

' a _ happened after this first visitor had 
eft?” 

“Another gent came about ten minutes 
afterwards.” 

“Did you s2e anything of him? 
describe him?” 

**No, that I can’. 
had a beautiful voice, 
ing of his face, he wur so moffi 
one thing about him though. 
the prop2r sort too.” 

“Did he ask you for Mrs. Ward ?” 

“Yes. I called out fust door, on fust land- 
ing and he says * Thank’ee,’ and off he goes.” 

“Mrs. Ward's room was the one just above 


Did they 


Can you 


He wur tall and slim and 
but I couldn’t see noth- 
2dup. Iknow 
He wur a gent, 


ee 

‘Did you hear them talking?” 

‘“ Never once ; they were very quiet.” 
“You did not hear any quarrel or scream, or 


| the sound of any falling body?” 


** Nothing.” 
“That seems very strange. Of the two 
it certainly seems as though the last 
And yet you 


say that you did not even hear an ordinary 


"No. 

Tae witness had suddenly become taciturn. 
She stood nervously drawing her shawl closer 
around her shoulders, and not withstanding 
the closely set lips there was an air of irresolu- 
tion about her which the coroner was quick to 
notice. 

“Did you see this visitor when he came 
downstairs?’ 

* No.” 

** Did you hear him?” 

“Ha 

“Then you don’t know how long he was up- 
stairs?” 

“we. 

“You are quite sure that these answers are 
absolutely correct. You are on your oath, re- 
member.” 

“T am quite sure.” 

“Then you neither saw nor heard anythin of 
deceased or this visitor from ths tima of his 
arrival to the next morning, when you were 
summoned upstairs by Mike Beaston.” 

** No, I didn’t.” 

‘And you will swear that Mrs. Ward had no 





time,” the witness coutinued, in an awed tone, 
“but that there was a licker, and no gammon. 
It wur awful forshure. She wur 4 lying flat 
on the floor with ’er ‘ead about 
door, and one of her hands clutched in the bed- 
things, and there were & long, thin 
queer shape like, buried in her chest. 
blood had flown 
right underneath the door. 
rare and bad just tolook at is. 
who’s done it?” 
speaking to ‘her. 
nail, stiff, and almost cold. 

her, and I sings out for Mrs. 
jaber—I beg your pardon 
there war a rare tc-do then. 

Judkin here’s rare goings ov,’ 


It made me feel 


Well, I just felt 
Judkin, and, by 
your honor—but 


of them there fainting fits. 
they came in and I off 


a copper—this "un ’ere the witness 


yer honor,” 


supercilious gesture. ‘* There warn’t no other 
about so I ‘ad to bring ’im,” 
getically to the jury. “T know'd be’d make 
a blooming hash of it all the same.” 

The coroner bit his lip, and so did several of 
the jury. Po'ice Constable 198 looked scorn- 
fully indifferent, or rather tried to. Mike 
Beaston grinned, and bore a sharp reprimand 
from the coroner with exemplary meekness. 

A few more questions were asked, but with- 
out result. Evidently the witness had told 
everything he knew of the affair, so he was 
dismissed, 

“ Mrs, Judkin is the next witness. Shall I 
call her, sir?” inquired Police Constable 198 

“Mrs. Judkin, the landlady? Certainly,” 
said the coroner. 

Mre. Judkin was called, and a plain, 
featured woman stepped into the room. She 
was dressed in arusty black gown, which had 
evidently seen better days, and had a shawl of 
the same sombre hue twisted around her 
shoulders. Unlike the last witness she was 
evidently perfectly at her ease, but there was 
an air of extreme caution, not to say wariness 
in the slow replies which she gave to the ques- 
tions that were asked her, which was de- 
cidedly not pre ssing. 
been before him five minutes the coroner had 
decided, rightly or wreeey, that she was keep- 
ing something back. ‘The idea naturally quick- 
ened his interest in the cas>. 

** How long had the deceased been a 
of yours *” he asked. 

* Nearly two weeks, sir.” 

“ What was her occupation during that time?” 








hard. | 


| 


a yard off the | he: 


I says, ‘ Missus, | 
but Lord it warn’t no use | room nex 


Sne wur as dead as a door | 


| 
| 
| 


just says, ‘Mre. | 
and she peeped | stir of interest. 
in the room and she went straight off into one | leanin 
Then a lot of others | presse 
and fetched a doctor and | ish excitement gleaming ia his dark eyes. The 


| 
| 


| 


other visitor that night?” 


The witness was evidently disturbed. She 
sitated and changed color. 
‘I don’t know nothing about that,” she 


knife, a answered slowly. 
The | 
from where she was stabbed | 


** Have you any reason to suppose that the de- 
ceased had any other visitor upon that night?” 

“She might ’a’ad. It’s like this, you see,” 
the witness continued, reluctantly; “the 
tto Mrs. Ward's I lets by the night 
when I gets the chance, and Id let it for that 
night toa woman called Betsy Urane. I 'erd 
her cum in bout two hours arter the second 
gent had gone up to Mrs. Ward's.” 

The witness paused, and there wasa little 
Monsieur de Feurget was 
forward on his seat, with his hand 
to his side, and with an intense fever- 


witness remained sullenly silent, her long, 


remarked, indicating Police Constable 198 by a | bony fingers restlessly interlacing themselves 


with the fringe of her shawl. Her manner in- 


he added apolo- | creased the supposition that she had some- 


thing still to reveal. 

“Did the woman B2tsy Urane come in alone?” 

‘IT dunno, I suppose not.” 

“ You could hear anyone going upstairs from 
your room?” 

* Yes.’ 

** And you heard fvotsteps after the woman 
Urane had entered?” 

** Yes.” 

** The footateps of one person or of more than 
one?” 

‘+ Phere was a man and a woman.” 

‘* You will swear that you did not see the 
man?” 

1 will.” 

‘* Did they enter the room which the woman 
Urane had engaged?” 

** Yes.” 

‘“‘ And did you hear either of them leave it 2” 

“Fes. 

* Which ?” 

‘*The woman.” 





“ When?” 
“ About five minutes after their arrival. 1 
was going to bed, and I met her on the stairs, 


Before she had | coming down.” 


* Alone?” 

* Alone.” 

‘* Where was her companion?” 

‘She gaid that she had left him ia the room 


lodger | while she went out to buy something.” 


a Did she return?” 


ow 


oner gave some whis 
constable, who imme iately left the room. 


morn ing ” 


and left the room with an unmistakable air of 
relief in her hard, expressionless face. The 
coroner finished making some notes, 
laying down his pen, turned to the jury. 


he said. 
that she is likely to prove an important wit- 


ness.” 


scarcely subsided when P.C. 198 entered the 
room and made his way over to the coroners 
chair. 


nounced in a self-satisfied tone. 
side.” 


appeared. 
a pile of yellow hair untidily arranged, coarse, 


unpleasani features and 


sion. 
evidently purchased at a second-hand shop, 


and altogether her appearance could only be 
described as repulsive. 
fresh supply of paper 
menced his examination at once. 


Tuesday night with a man?” 


ing him there?” 


used to all types of witnesses, 
mind quickly how 


know whether you 
an inquest before. 
it my duty to urge upon you the necessity and 
wisdom of speaking 
everything you know concerning the matter 
you are asked about. 
you must remember, 


red instructions to the 
“Was her companion found in the room this 


No. 
“Did you hear him leave *” 


** No.” 
“Thank you, that will do, Mrs, Judkin.” 


Mrs. Judkin gave her shawl a final twitch 


and then 


**T have sent for the woman Betsy Urane,” 
“IT think you will all agree with me, 














? 


There was a murmur of assent which had 


sir, ‘‘ he an- 


**T have discovered the woman, 
** She is out- 


The coroner nodded approvingly. 

“Very good,” he said. “S and her in at once.” 
‘Betsy Urane” was called and Betsy Urane 
She was a tall, stout woman, with 


a bold defiant expres- 
She was dressed in some cast-off finery, 


The coroner drew & 
towards him and com- 


“Your name is Betsy Urane?” 
* Yes it is.” 

“You were at 19 Bloomer's place on last 
** Well, and if I was?” 

** Will you tell us who your companion was?” 
“ | would if I know’d, but I don’t.” 

‘“* How long had you known him before tak- 


** About an hour.” 
‘* Where did you meet him?” 
“In the Crown and Thistle bar.” 
‘You had never seen him before 
“* Never.” 

** Did he speak to you 
The witness hesitated. 


then?” 


first or you to him?” 

The coroner was 

and made up his 

to treat this one. 

“Betsy Urane,” he said sharply, “I don't 

have ever been a witness at 
In case you haven't I feel 


the truth, and of telling 


You are on your oath 
and you are liable to be 
rosecuted for perjury if you make a single 
alse statement, or attempt to evade the truth 
in any way. Weare here to sift this matter to 
the bottom, and we knowa good deal already,” 
he added significantly. 

— witness was cowed, but put a bold front 
on it. 

“Taere’s no need for all that paiavering, 
she said sullenly. ‘I should have told you all 
I know'd wi’ out, It was like this ’ere. I was 
a sitting in the Crown and Thistle having a 
glass along wi’ a lady friend o’ mine, when a 
stranger chap came in, and I heard ‘im ask at 
the bar whether they know'd where a Mrs. 
Judkin lived. Well, Mrs. Judkin and me be- 
ing particular friends, I jumps up, and goes to 
‘im. 1 know where Mrs. Judkin lives, 1 sez. I 
has aroom there myself often. So he turns 
round and looks at me, and then draws me on 
one side. ‘Do you know a Mrs. Ward who 
lives in er ’ouse?’ he asks. ‘Can't say as I've 
ever spoken to ‘er,’ I sez, ‘but I knows her by 
sight. “Er room’s next the one I generally ’as 
there.’ Then he asks me some more questions 
about her, whether she wur very poor, whether 
she went out and such like, and [ told him as 
much as I knew, and natural like asked him to 
stand summut. He paid for drinks, and then 
he went a little way away, and stood by ’imself 
as though he wur thinking something over. 
Just before closing time he cum back to me. 
‘ Did you say that your room at Mrs. Judkin’s 
was next to Mrs, Ward's?’ he asked. I told 
‘im as it was, and he sez quiet like, * could you 
take me into your room for a short time?’ ‘In 
coors, I says, and off we went. Well, when 
we got there he made me show him her door, 
and when he got into my room he did — 
but walk up and down and mutter to himsel 
excited like. Then he comes up to me and sez, 
‘I want to be alone here for a short time. If 
I gives you a sovereign, will you leave me this 
room for to night and find a lodging some- 
where else?’ ‘In coors I will,’ I sez, and I just 
lays ’old of the quid, and hoff I goes. I ain't 
soon ‘im since, and Idon’t know no more about 
’ m.” 

“Can you describ3 him 7’ 

“ Well, Ican; but I dunno as it ‘ud be much 
good, for he had a false beard and false whis- 
kers, and false ‘air on ; and Im pretty sure he 
wasn’t used to such clothes as ’e was wearing, 
which was rough’uns. He wur rather stout 
wi' a yellow beard, and yellow ‘air, rather a 
long thin face, wi’ bright eyes, and 'e held ’is’ 
‘ead as though he wur a gent, and ’e walked 
like ene. He wur dressed rough enough, but 
4s hands were white and soft. 1 can't tell yer 
much more.” 

‘If you could describe his clothes a little, it 
might help us,” said the coroner, suggestively. 

“Well, ne wore a long, dark blue overcoat, 
patched in a lot o’ places, and wi’ ahole or two 
in; a billy cock ‘at, broke at the top, and a 
dirty white ‘andkerchief tied round ‘is throat.” | 

** You are quite sure oS re have not seen 
him in the neighborhood before?” 

‘“‘T'll take my oath I ain’s.” 

“Very ; That will do, Mrs. 


” 


Urane.” 


The witness, who had quite recovered her | 


composure,nodded jauntily and swaggered out | 
of the room. Several other witnesses, includ- 
ing the doctor, were examined without any- 
thing fresh coming to light. Then the weapon 
with which the murder had been committed 
was produced and handed round. 

The interest in the case, which had flagged a 
little, was revived at once by its appearance. 
It was of strange, graceful shape, of the finest 
Damascus steel, and with an_ elaborately 
carved handle. Oae by one the jurymen 
handled it, and each passed it cn with a little 
murmur of admiration. 

‘This weapon should certainly furnish a 
clue,” the coroner remarked, handing it back 
to the emissary of the police. ‘‘1t must have 
been stolen from somewhere.” 

The man nodded, and thought that there 
was no doubt about that. Then there was a 
few minutes’ consultation, and the verdict 
was recorded. 

** Wilful murder against some person or per- 


sons unknown.” 

A couple of hours later printed bills with all 
the description which had been obtained of the 
murderer, hung on the doors of every police- 
station in London, with the ominous heading : 
* Wanted ;” and by nightfall detectives with a 
copy of the bill in their pocket-books were 
watching every train which arrived at the 
great ports of the country, and every outward- 
bound vessel of ae sort was placed under a 
rigid espionage. he whole machinery of 
Scotland Yard was set in motion to discover 
the man in the long blue overcoat. 

CHAPTER IX. 
A DESPERATE WOMAN. 

It was miinight and Lady Harrowdean sat 
alone in her room, leaning back in a low 
wicker-chair and watching the fitful flames and 
dull embers of a slowly dying fire. She had 
dismissed her maid an hour ago and since then 
she had been sitting there motionless and 
silent. At first the dancing fire-light had 
played upon her pale, haggard cheeks and 
around her black-robed form, and had sparkled 
in her dry lustreless eyes, but now the flames 
had burned themse!ves out and she sat in the 
shadow, almost in darkness. It had been a 
terrible hour for her—it was so still. A task 
from which she shrank with a nameless horror 
lay before her, inevitable yet hideous. For 


The proceedings were stayed while the cor- | long she had sat there battling with herself, 





striving to crusn h 
overmastering dread—and she had not suc- 


ceeded. 


| mistress having surprised her during the im- 
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Stomach, Impaired Digestion, 
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er scruples, her fears, her | and gentlemen of all classes and even judge, 
lawyers and doctors did not disdain to take 
lessons in what was then considered as one of 


The great house was silent as the grave. thegreatestacquirements fora ball-room dancer. 


From outside there came occasionally the noise 
of some passing vehicle, and at regular inter- 
vals the stillness of the *— was broken by 
the deep, mellow boom of Westminster clock. 
But inside there was a tranquil silence. The 
servants had retired early. Lord Bernard 
earlier still. Lady Harrowdean alone kept 
watch of the night. 

Midnight had come and passed. The quart- 
ers had struck three times, and the first hour 
of morning was nearly over. Then Lady Har- 
rowdean stirred slightly, and woke from her 
apathy. 

A lamp and a newspaper were on & small 
round table by her side. She turned the 
former up, adjusted the shade, and commenced 
to read. The paper was the Telegraph, the 
date, the day after the inquest at the Rising 
Sun, and the paragraph which she was reading 


was—the account of that inquest. 





The devil has found out that the easiest way 
for him to get some people is to let them have 
their own way for a while. 






She knew it almost by heart, but she read it 
over again slowly, and sto ped at one place 
Always that one place! She had read it over 
before, and had stopped there each time. 
a sort of fascination for her 


There seemed to be 
But it 


in that brief disclosure by the corouer. 
was the fascination of terror ! 

She put the newspaper down and rose slowly 
One o'clock struck while she stood 
there hesitating, and the sound of the hour 
seemed to give her courage, She crossed the 
room and opened an elaborately carved mass- 
ive wardrobe. Afcer a few moments’ inspec- 
tion she took out a long loose dressing-gown 
of some dark material, and hastily divesting 
herself of her gown, wrap it around her. 
Then she exchanged her h ay shoes for 
soft bedroom slippers, which sunk noiselessly 
into the heavy carpet, and re-crossing the rs0m 
took - the lamp. Something of congerettee 
seemed to have stolen into her white, aggard 
face, as she made these preparations, but it was 
desperation mixed with a great, shrinking fear. 
There was something to be done which seemed 
to her more awful than any other task which 
could have been set before her—something 
which she would have given years of her life to 
have been able to have left undone, But there 
was no escape, no second course. It must be 
done before morning broke. 

She knew it, and the knowledge gave her 
strength. With swift, even footsteps she 
crossed the floor, holding the lamp over her 
head, and softly turning the handle of the 
door, left the room. 

(To be Continued. ) 


to her feet. 
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Me Pee Laxey. 

It is human nature to look for big returns 
from little investments, but it isn’t in human 
nature to expect a better bargain than our 
Dining-Room Suite for $28. Nothing like them 
has ever been offered for the money. We are 
hiding nothing, because there is nothing to 
hide. They are made as though they were 
made to last forever, and you'll get as much 
service out of them as you will out of an article 


that costs double the money. 

The suite consists of a Three-Leaf Pedestal 
Extension Table, Sideboard with plate glass 
mirror, three drawers and double cupboard, in 
antique oak finish, and Six High-Back Solid 
Oak Chairs. 

When buying anything for the home remem- 
ber that our motto is Cash or Credit, one price 
either way. 


THE ©. F. ADAMS’ 
HOME FURNISHING HOUSE 


177 to 179 Yonge St., through to 6 Queen St. East 
Tel. 2233 C.S. CORYELL, Mgr. 


NINE O’CLOCK OIL 


Is a pronouaced success in the treatment of even the most 
severe attacks of throat and lung troubles. 


25 CENTS PER BOITLE 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 


CENTER ISLAND 


Hereward Spencer & Co., Tea Merchants 
634 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


PURE INDIAN AND CEYLON TEAS 
40c, 60c, 60c per Ib. 
JAMOMA COFFEE 
40c per Ib. 

These teas can now be obtained at 


J. GRAY, THE HYGIENIC DAIRY 


CENTER ISLAND. 


——-—_— | 
The Polka. 
Bixiy yeare ago an Austrian cook, finding 


herself dull in her kitchen, sang and danced in 
there for her own amusement. The cook’s 


promptu dance, she was re uested to dance 
and sing in the prcoenee of the composer, 
Joseph Neruda, who took notes of the perform- 
ance. The polka passed into Prague, then to 
Vienna, and plenty of animated music was 
soon written. But the real polka mania did 
not break out in Paris till the year 1844, when 
it was danced with great success by a select 
few at the Salle Valentino, in the Rue Saint 
Honore, the premises now occupied by the 
Nouveau Cirque. Crowds used to assemble 
round the dancers to admire the different 
pretty figures which composed the true polka, 
which was then acquired with difficulty, and 
was not the simple, close and rushing dance at 
present known by that name. S> popular was 
the polka in Paris nearly half a century ago 
that the dancing-masters had for clients ladies 











G00) NEWS FOR THE apes |CANADA'S SUMMER RESORT 
MIRACULOUS WATER|The Iroquois House 


The Unrivalled Preparation for IN THE 
THB COMPLEXION 
Saaeiaaian BELGIL MOUNTAINS 
Renders the Skin Soft and Beautiful St. Hilaire, Que., One Hour trom Montreal 
OPEN FROM MAY 12 TO OCTOBER 1 


Removes Sunburn, Tan, &c. 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS B. F. CAMPBELL, Managing Director. 


UNN’S FRUIT SALINE 


Produces a delightfully Cooling and Invigorating Sparkling Aerated Water. 


THE BEST REMEDY FOR BILIOUSNESS, INDIGESTION, 
SEA SICKNESS, ETC. 
W. G. DUNN & CO., London, Engtand, and Hamilton, Canada. PRICE 50c. PER BOTTLE. 
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The Lemon Trick. 





‘*Some men are born villains, some men 
achieve villainy, others have villainy thrust 
upon them, I belong to the last category.” 

He didn’t seem the least bit like a villain. 
He was stout ; villains are supposed to have a 
lean and hungry look. And at that moment 
Bobby, his youngest little boy, presented him 
with a sticky pear-drop, which he ate. Who 
ever heard of a villain eating pear-drops? We 
were next door neighbors ; we were both fond 
of gardening and there waé a good deal of 
innocent rivalry between us, He was some- 
thing in the city ; so was I; we always went 
to town by the same train, generally in the 
same carriage and we were both first-class sea- 
son ticket, holders—that in itself was aguarantee 
of respectability. Still, he said he was a vil- 
lain. 

**Good gracious !” I thought; ‘I hope he 
isn't going to confide in me.” 

** Yes,” he said, “‘I obtained my wife by a 
picce of designing villainy. I should like to 
teli you about it.” 

1 was sitting in this villain’s garden, on this 
villain’s garden seat, smoking one of this vil- 
lain’s cigars (which wasn’t at all villainous), 
and Bobby, aged three, had retired. We were 
alone, and I wasin forit. I crossed my arms 
upon my chest, as I have seen persons do in 
my position upon the stage. ‘Go on,” I said, 
with a melancholy smile; “ your story inter- 
ests me much,” 

** You are Lap wear not aware that my wife, 
Carlotta, is the daughter of an eminent 
flautist.” 

‘'T beg your pardon ?” I said. 

* Fiautist,” he repeated—“ flute-player, you 
know.” The fellow didn’t look a bit ashamed 
at the fact of the mother of his children being 
the daughter of a professional musician. Now, 
my wife’s father was an indigo broker, and 
there is something very gentlemanly about 
— 

‘* Yes,” he continued, ‘‘ my father-in-law was 

the celebrated Tremolo. You’ve heard of 
Tremolo—everybody’s heard of Tremolo. Tre- 
molo, sir,” he added, proudly, ‘‘ was without a 
rival until Triller came upon the scene, and he 
killed Triller in three years. My father-in-iaw, 
sir, measured fifty-two inches round the chest ; 
he caused special music co be written for him 
which that puny wretch Triller attempted to 
render. You have heard the fable of the frog 
and the bull. Triller was — the frog, and he 
burst, and ~< father-in-law, the great Tre- 
molec, went to his funeral, I met my present 
wife ata little dance in the suburbs. I fell 
violently in love with her, and I wasn’ta bit 
awed when I was told that she was the daugh- 
ter of Tremolo, the flautist. I've got a decent 
business, I said. I was earning six hundred 
pounds « year at that time, my dear fellow, 
and I had saved a little money. Why on earth 
shouldn’t I marry Tremolo’s daughter? I didn’t 
know that I was a Philistine, you see. Signor 
Tremolo divided the world into two classes— 
professional people and Philistines. Now the 
lady at whose house I had met my Carlotta, 
though she knew Miss Tremolo weli enough to 
ask her to her little dance, was either unwill- 
ing or unable to give me a formal introduction 
to the ee lady’s papa; but I was not to be 
baulked, ‘I'1l take lessons,’ I said to myself, 
‘and get to know him that way.’ SoI bought 
a flute, and L knocked boldly at Signor Trem- 
olo’s door and demanded an audience. He was 
awfully civil, and he was greatly astonished 
when I told him that I wanted to have some 
lessons, 

“**T shall be delighted, young gentleman,’ he 
said ; ‘how many years have you been work- 
ing at the instrument?’ 

“*To tell the trath, Sigaor Tremolo,’ I an- 
swered, airily, ‘learning the flute is just a 
little whim of mine. I only tried once and 
then I couldn't get it to make a noise.’ 

‘* Never in my life had I seen a man get into 
such an awful rage at once. Signor Tremolo 
sprang to his feet and turned purple. ‘ Wretch, 
brute, animal, Philistine, dog, beast, toad-pig! 
he shrieked, and then he clutched at his collar 
as though he were going to have a fit. ‘And 
you come to me—to me, Tremolo!—to teach 
you the rudiments! Get out of my place, you 
insolent rascal!’ 

“I thought it best to make a clean breast of 
the whole matter at once. ‘Signor Tremolo,’ 
I said, ‘I beg that you will excuse me. I love 
= daughter to distraction ; the lessons that 

asked you to give me were a mere pretext.’ 
But that only made him worse. 

*** Pailistine !’ he cried in an awful voice, as 
he flung the door wide open; ‘go!’ He 
wouldn’t even give me time to tell him about 
wy six hundred a year. 

‘*For three months I was perfectly miser- 
able; I had no opportunity of meeting Car- 
lotta Tremolo, and how on earth wasI to get 
over her father’s insuperable objection? How 
was I to cease to bea Philistine? Itis diffi- 
cult to become a professional after you are 
eight-and-twenty ; and I could not very well 
black my face and turn negro minstrel. 

‘‘Tam rather fond of dry reading; I like a 
book which is, so to say, caviare tothe gen- 
era!. I was reading vr Physiology one 
day—the section on mental impressions. This 
was what I read: ‘The mere mention of a 
favorite article of food will often make the 
mouth twitch involuntarily. This peculiar 
phenomenon is often observed in an onager- 
ated degree at the sight of a very acid fruit— 
asthe lemon. These obscure phenomena,’ etc. 
Toe idea—the fiendish idea—came to me in an 
instant; I became a designing villain in the 
twinkling of an eye. ‘I will become an evil 
goaine to Signor Tremolo,’ I thought ; ‘I will 

come to him as the Old Man of the Sea. No 

more shall he delight the public. WhenI see 
his name billed for a concert in the usual 
manner: 
THE Fiure OsLicato, By SIGNOR TREMOLO, 
I will be there with my lemon, and I will pro- 
o-_ obscure phenomena.’ I had not long to 
wait. 


“Sr, JAMeEs's HAtit.—SELECTIONS FROM ‘IL 
FLauto Maaico.” SOLO ON THE 
F.Lute, SiGNoR TREMOLO, 


““T paid twenty-one shillings for a front row 
seat. I took care that my victim should per- 
ceive me from the very first. I went through 
the various musical torments that are only 
appreciated by the elect , then came the selec- 
tion from Ii Flauto Magico. Signor Tremolo 
stepped out to the very front of the center of 
the platform. There was 4 at burst of 
applause as Carlotta’s father drew down his 
great wristbands and made his bow ; then I 
coughed poamey to attract his attention, and 
succeeded in doing so. After the orchestra 
had played several bars, the solo commenced, 
You have heard Tremolo play; I need not 
describe it. You might have heard a pin fall, 
the public was so attentive, He reminded me 
of nothing so much as a human thrush. What 
gurgles, warbles, and bubbling trills of melody 
that man produced! Every one—every one 
except the villain in the front row (I mean my- 
self)—-sat entranced. I coughed suddenly and 
succeeded in catching my victim’s eye. pro- 
duced a lemon and applied it to my mouth. 
Suddenly the unhappy maestro to pro- 
duce delicious melody ; he made just that noise 
a gas machine does when it is short of water ; 
then he turned all colors of the rainbow ; he 
seemed to be tryi to swallow his own 
tongue. He shook his fist furiously at me, 
seized his bushy essional locks with both 
hands, dropped his flute, ap to be at- 
tempting to pull his hair out by the roots, and 
chen, rushed trom the platform without a 
word, 

“I hurried from the concert room; but be- 
fore I could get out somebody made an apology 
te nin *. the queue a ——. 
illness, at night, S r Trem sent for 
me. I found him io - 

‘** Have you no mercy, young man ?' he said, 
in a hollow voice, 

“* You can’t expect any mercy from a Philis- 


tine,’ I replied, airily. 
* Then S groaned. ‘I'm a ruined man !’ he 
said. Then he 
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Italian weeping bitterly is not a pleasant | marvelous invention, the mariner’s compass ; 
object. showed how the boat ran against the wind, or 
*** How much do you want? he said, as he | came about; taught Miss Hawkins to steer ; 
wiped his streaming eyes, gave peremptory orders to the skipper and 
***Old man,’ I said, ‘ your professional career | crew ; superintended the dainty luncheon on 
is over. Whenever you appear in public I will | deck, and sympathized properly with poor 
be there, armed with this, Here I produced | Dash, who had long since gone below. 
my lemon. AsI did so, Signor Tremolo’s head That settled Dash. When we rounded to at 
disappeared beneath the bed-clothes. ‘As a}|the moorings, I think Dash may be said to 
man,’ I continued, firmly—‘ as a Philistine,’ I | have been out of it. He went at once to his 
added, severely—‘I have no sympathy with | rooms, a pale, ghastly and utterly uninterest- 
you, Signor Tremolo; but I have my price.’ ing land-lubber, while Vincent and I escorted 

‘“* The flautist’s head was instantly protruded. | home the Hawkins contingent. 

‘Name it,’ he said ; ‘name it, wretch! and it After the ladies had gone in, Vincent turned 
shall be paid.’ to me and said significantly : 

‘**Signor Tremolo,’ I began, ‘when I in- **Seaborn, did you know that Dash was so 
formed you of my affection for your daughter, | poor a sailor?” 
you dismissed me with threats of personal ** Well,” I said, lightly ; “‘he said he would 
violence ; you may refuse to allow me to pay | be delighted to come—but I think he made a 
addresses to your daughter, but you cannot | mistake.” 
deprive me of my rights as a man. I adore the ** Yes,” he answered, in his solemn way; 
flute’—then I gave a diabolical laugh—‘ and,’ I | ‘‘Miss Hawkins asked me to tell ‘poor Mr, 
added, ‘I'm desperately fond of lemons.’ Dash’ how sorry she was for him.” 

‘** there is no more toadd. I married Carlotta But Dash didn’t know when he was whipped. 
Tremolo four years ago. If it had not been for | So he got up a coaching party. That was in- 
Wugsby’s Physiology I should never have been | genious, too ; for he didn’t say anything about 
allowed to pay my addresses to her. It is | it beforehand, and I supposed it was only an 
awfully hot weather; shail we have a lemon- | ordinary picnic—a luncheon in the woods, 
ade? [am very fond of lemons,” 


circumstances. 
I accepted the lemonade. 
Curiosity impelled me to go to a promenade | reins a few moments while he went to help the 


flautist. The popular flautist jumped off the | had he reached the back of the tally-ho than he 
platform at a single bound and offered to fight | called out: 
me. Next day I had to buy a new hat.—<S*f. 


James’ Gazette. 
drive along!’ 





Misses E. & H. Johnston, 122 King street | and simply : 
west, beg to announce that they have just “Bat Mr. Dash, I never drove anything but 
opened up a choice selection of “‘mousseline | an old family hack. 1 shail have to decline,” 
chiffon” challys and various other summer Perhaps you would have done so. [I didn't. 
goods. Latest novelties in Parisian millinery | | made a ghastly click and that awful mena- 
and trimmings. gerie in leather sprang into life. 


A Drawn Battle. mist. Miss Hawkins said something quickly 
and I turned to hear what it was and dropped 
I thought I did a very clever thing when I | a rein. 

invited Miss Hawkins, Mr, Dash and a few Vincent must have climbed down into Dash’s 
other friends to take a sail in my yacht. I say | vacant seat and stopped the maddened steeds, 
“my” yacht, because I was entitled to her for 
that day, because of my owning a third of her; | were standing all in a bunch, head to head. 

and I do not give the names of the other Then I volunteered to fasten the hamper; 





friends, because they were only meant to fill in | and long after that hamper was fastened like a | must confess I liked your earlier style better.” 


the background. 


till, I will mention one | safe-deposit security box, I sat there on that 
gentleman of the supernumeraries, fo 


Mr. Vin- | back seat with the footman. 
cent was one of the party, and he was a very Thus did I take a back seat. 
welcome addition to the number. Everybody And, to be perfectly fair, I think I was out of 
liked Vincent. He was the sort of man who | it from that moment. 
gave tone to any set of people. It is difficult to I don’t blame Miss Hawkins, for may be 
say exactly why, for really he had no “points.” | neither Dash nor I stood a ghost of a show. 
He was quiet, rather dignified, and of a good | Hereafter, if I meet another “* stunner,” I shall 
figure—the sort of figure which enables one to | devote myself to a waiting-race with the chap- 
wear readymade clothes without explaining | eron, and leave it to others to set the pace and 
why one prefers them. I have nothing to say | make the running. 
ainst Vincent, even now, We dined at the Vincents not long ago, and 
ut Dash was different. He was really clever | really, they seemed so happy that I think Dash 
and knowing. But he had _ his limitations. | and I both resolved to bury the hatchet, At 
Yachting was one of them. He didn’t know a | all events, as we were coming away, Dash said: 
sharpie from a lugger, and that’s the reason I ** After all, there is nothing pleasanter than 
gave the yachting party. a quiet dinner with a pleasant host and host- 
You see, Dash had confided to me that he | ess. 1 think these outdoor sports and enter- 
thought Mies Hawkins was a “stunner.” | tainments are an awful bore, you know !” 
That is the way he put it. He didn’t confide ** Well, I don’t mind a sail,” I answered, ‘“‘on 
in me because I was his particular confidant ! a quiet day.” 
and crony, but only because I happened to be * Yes, in a calm,” said he, laughing; ‘* but a 
with him when his intellect, so to speak, came | good, brisk drive is the real thing.” 
to the conclusion that she was a ‘‘stunner.” “* With another fellow to hold the ribbons,” I 





I did not disagree with him. In fact, I suggested. 
thought then, as [ think now, that Miss Haw- We spent the evening playing whist at the 
kins threw into a cooling shade any young ; club.—Puck. 





woman of hertime. For that reason, I got up 
the yachting party. 

Miss Hawkins accepted with pleasure; and 
when I told Dash that she was coming, he said 
he would accept with pleasure, too. Now, 
that was not true. Dash hated the salt water, 
and only went because he knew he would be 
green with jealousy if he should stay at home. 

It was a charming day for a sail—the water 
was gently rippling against the side of the | cautious and careful as he was, he never fa 
boat when we started, but there were tiny | to have a sharp eye to the main chance. 


How Scotchmen Woo. 
white caps een ee beyond the headlands He lodged in the house of Mrs. Gray, the con- 


Allen, a cool, calculating Scotchman, went 
to Leicester early in the present century to 
practice medicine. His demure and staid ap- 
pearance won him general respect. 
tall, bony man, with sandy hair, and without a 
particle of poetry in his veias; but ae, 

e 


which flanked the harbor. fectioner, who had a sprightly daughter with 

Miss Hawkins sat upon a canvas chair on | lily hands and crimson cheeks, whose lips were 
deck, and Dash and I were beside her, engaged | far sweeter than the lollipops in her mother's 
in a sprightly small-talk competition. Poor | shop. 
victim! By easy stages I led him on until he vrs. Gray’s manners were of the humb 
was fairly launched in his wild career. sort ; but her daughter Phoebe was pretty an 

** Yes, Miss Hawkins,” said he ; “‘ there is, as | engaging in whatever she did. Allen, in the 
you say, acertain wild sense of exhilaration in | height of his generosity, would often tempt 
sailing upon the free blue sea.” Miss Phoebe with some of her mother’s ‘‘ white 

‘“*T said,” she answered with a smile, ‘that | heart” biscuits, but she was not to be won in 
I had always heard so. But I have had but | that sweet way. Her heart was set upon a 
little experience in sailing. I feel very grate- | pink silk in the mercer’s window next dour, 
ful to Mr. Seaborn for an opportunity of enjoy- | which she liked better than her mother’s com- 
ing this delicious breeze and bright sunshine.” | modities. 

I signeda gentleacknowledgment and bowed. The hint was too broad for the keen Scotch- 

“ But after all,” Dash broke in, hastily, ‘one | man to mistake. It quite staggered him. But 
finds the same pleasure in driving.” her raven locks and jet black eyes were too 

** Oh, do you think so?” answered Miss Haw- | much for Allen to withstand, and on the next 

Sunday Miss Phcebe was arrayed in the pink 

silk and looked like a new-blown rose. 

Allen's gravity became much disturbed and 
in addressing the landlady he said : 

** Meestress Gray, e have a pratty business 
here, and ye maun hae scraped a leetle siller 
together. Ye hae also a canny doater.” 


ns. 

** Well, perhaps—there may be certain fea- 
tures of sailing which one might prefer,” he 
replied, weakly enough. 

Just then we passed the lee of one of the 
headlands, and the yacht began to jump. 
Everything worked to a charm. The boat 
would lift her forefoot gracefull vn the 
oncoming wave, the wave would slide under 
the keel, and the boat would come down with 
athump. And at every thump Dash would 
wilt. I said very little and kept well in the 
background so that he was compelled to devote 
himself to Miss Hawkins. Vincent was de- 
voting his efforts to entertaining Miss Haw- 
kins’s aunt, a most agreeable chaperon. That 
was always the way with Vincent—he could 


** Ah, doctor,” replied Mrs. Gray, ‘she isa 
little forward thing, who takes liberty with 
you ; I'd have you snub her.” 

** Weel, weel, Meestress Gray, that’s na of- 
fence to me; but, as I was just saying, ye 
maun hae saved a fifty-pund or so.” 

** Oh, lawful heart, doctor, a poor widow like 
me cannot have much money.” | 

** Bat,” said the doctor, ‘‘there’s na getting 
through the world without a leetle siller, 
be depended upon. Meestress Gray. I was thinking aboot your 

Soon Dash began to weaken ; he grew pale, | doater.” : 
and his conversation lost all vivacity. Full of ** Ah, sir,” answered the widow, “she’s a 
solicitude I hovered about him. I suggested | little expensive thing; she runs away with all 


that he would feel better if he should go for- | I can get. 5 

ward and lie down, ‘Il was thinking aboot Phoebe—if ye’d pairt 
Of course, he wouldn't, and his conversation | wi’ her.” a 

soon became perfectly inane. Being at m ** Part with her, sir? For what? 

best on a yacht, he was soon nowhere, and ‘*To me, Meestress Gray. : 

had the field all to myself. I named the in- ** Aye doctor, but she’s so youne, é 

teresting points along shore; explained that ** Weel, weel, there’s na much objection to 





He Could Not See Himself, 





Lord Fitznoodle (who is doing the territories and is clothed in the very latest for traveling) 


—Ah hat have we here? Well, m tty prairie flower, 
Pretty Prairie Flower—Huh! If von think I'm a conundrum I just wish you could see yer- 


began to cry. A: middle-aged | self.—D, A. McKellar in Texas Siftings. 











disappeared, and the righteously indignant 
lady went down to the head man and madea 


manded an explanation. ‘ Allee right,” whis- 
Then he arranged things so as to have “Miss | pered the h 

Then he laughed a great, hearty, good- | Hawkins and myself seated with him on the | want men savee I come.” He came in due 
humored laugh. I do not think my neighbor | front seat while, as was inevitable, Vincent | season, and carefully examined the walls, the 
was such a villain after all, considering the | and the aunt were behind us. I didn’t suspect | tables, the pantry, &c., looking very much 
po fens eng cokes . ang vo py epee and shaking his head and saying in 

e country, an en he asked me to take the | a puzzled tone: ‘** Me no savee! Me no savee!” it’ > 
r “Savee what?” exclaimed the mistress of the | “U* YOU know it’s a Parrot still, Certain 
concert and try the lemon trick upon a popular | footman fasten one of the hampers. No sooner | house. All of a sudden, in a triumphant voice, 

Jobn said : “ab! I found ie and the mis- | cess of “Sunlight” Soap, try to imitate it and 
ress ‘“‘saveed” as John pointed to some| gain business oP ight’s” 

‘‘All right, Seaborn, go ahead. There is | Chinese characters on the chimney a few feet Bat it’ l i ee Deas 
none too much time. I can fix this while we | above the stove, and explained as he rubbed 8 only the Parrots attempt, and is 
the letters out : ‘‘ Dis make allee men go belly 
Then was my time to rise and say frankly | quick.” “‘ What does it say?” inquired the | stuff still, and the stealing ot “ Sunlight’s” 
lady. ‘‘It say,” translated the 
‘** Boss help nice man; allee light. 
help she-devil,” 


I think I shook like an aspen. My head |Irub out. No man know you help she-devil 
whirled and the road looked like a black ; age S John with a smile that was child- 
e and bland, 


Iam sure; for the next thing I knew, they | the academy of design?” asked young Mahi- 
stick of Jones the other day. 


know.”—Judge 
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“ But for sure, doctor, you are the best judge 
on such matters.” 

‘Then, asI was saying, ye have two shop 
windows, Meestress Gray, and if Phcebe should 
become Meestress Allen I could set my gall- 
pots inthe other window, and we would, in 
that case, drop all talk aboot the siller.” 


that.” “BIRDS OF A FEATHER” 





Reading her Character. 


There isa funny experience a bright New 
York woman who lived in San Francisco tells 
at herown expense. She had a disagreement 
with her Chinaman and dismissed him. She 
went to the Chinese intelligence office for an- 
other. One was sent to her, a mild-mannered 
creature, who looked as if he might be 
‘ordered round” with impunity. He cooked 
the dinner, got the breakfast and left without 
washing the breakfast dishes or giving a word 
of warning. Another wes sent for and came, 
and went inthe same mysterious way. And 
another and another, until the fifth one had 


very vigorous and pointed complaint, and de- 


mau, “I comee up to-day. Ino 





A Parrot is a great screecher and imitator, 


manufacturers, jealous of the world-wide : uc- 


easily detected. Their soap is poor, injurious 


pa directions and advertising won’t make their 

¥ | Soap any better. “Sunlight” possesses beauti- 

‘*Send mea man who can’t read,” said the | fal properties not found in any other Soap 
y. hence it enjoys the lar 

‘* Allee Chinamen lead his own warnguage. — ee vee wen ener 
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A Candid Critic. 
‘“Well, what do you think of my picture at 
“ Fair, dear boy, fair; but now you ask me I 


** Earlier style?” 
““Yes; when you didn’t paint at all, you 














By the Sad Sea Waves 














any known article for 

Washing & Cleaning. 

For sale by Grocers ad Druggists Everywhere, 
FACTORY IN MONTREAL. 


EVANS AND SONS, soLe AGENTS. f 


HAVE YOU TENDER FEET? 


IF YOU HAVE 


** Ah, Jim, we poor folks has are trials!” 

** Yes, I’s had a good many; but it ain’t the 
trial what annoys me, it’s the verdict they 
He was a | brings in afterwards.”—Li/e. 
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PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


67 Adelaide Street West. Telephone 1127 


Goods called for and delivered to any part of the city. N.B.—Our patrons are re- 
quested not to give their Laundry to any driver not wearing uniform Cap with the 
iuitials P. & I. on, as we have no connection with other concerns styling themselves 


Parisian Laundry or otherwi:e. Yours truly, 
CHIERA AND VIER, Props. 


J. A. ROLSTIN, Manager. 
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Mr. Howells on Fiction.* 


HERE is a little French phrase 
that is being done to death 
nowadays, Fin de Siecle—end 
of the century. It generally 
seems to imply the lowering 
in temperature of all the pas- 
sions, the blood running 
slowly and thinly, the feelings 
refined almost wholly away, 
in fact the deadening of all 
incentives to existence. With many men these 
qualities seem joined to a desire, since exist- 
ence is inevitable, of spreading love and charity 
among all men, and of creating a deep-rooted 
sentiment of human brotherhood, impossible 
when men’s passions are at their full. In its 
entire and best sense Mr. Howells is Fin de 

Siecle. 

The little book which has been looked for- 
ward to with so much curiosity by Mr. Howells’ 
admirers, is composed of twenty-eight papers. 
Tpese papers have been written at various 
times and in varying moods and this 
fact renders it difficult to get at Mr. 
Howells’ opinions. The spirit of all his 
novels and which is sketched above, runs 
through these papers and is boldly stated in 
the final one, but his opinions on the detail of 
fiction are like those of most of us—hard to 
crystalize. In fact, except in his detestation 
of heroics or what is known as “virility,” he 
nearer Mr. Lang's point of view than he 
would care to admit. Mr. Lang has 
mo particular opinions about how a novel 
shall be written, but if it is interesting and en- 
joyable he looks at it from the author’s stand- 
point and ignores its faults if they are not 
at once apparent. A _ novel that is 
not on the whole true to life or tocertain phases 
of it, is not interesting to him, and he adopts 
as his standards in the treatment of life, 
Homer and Shakespeare. He makes mistakes 
sometimes, but they are always mistakes of 
over-praise. That Mr. Howells also appreciates 
the excellences which have raised certain 
authors to the position of idols, and which Mr. 
Lang delights to analyze, is subtly apparent 
from these short essays of his. But he would 
scorn to say so openly. These idols are most of 
them English, and as Mr. Howells has a deep- 
rooted and unreasonable dislike of anything 
English, he is al] the more ready to point out 
the feet of clay. This readiness to discover 
faults and to leave excellences unmentioned is 
unjust, and Mr. Howells is repaid by having 
injustice done him. 

He is everywhere stated to be wedded to the 
**commonplace,” but this is untrue. His de- 
sire is that material generally supposed to be 

commonplace be used and raised above the 
contemptuous stigma, but he enjoys the finer 
kinds of romance. All he asks is that the 
author show that life is earnest, by truthfully 
portraying character, no matter what the 
surroundings may be, and refrain from exag- 
gerating certain emotions. He believes that 
the ethical purpose in fiction is higher than 
the artistic one,or rather that any story that 
is true to the texture of life, must serve both 
an artistic and an ethical purpose. He calls 
on authors again to remember that life is earn- 
est, that there are sin and sorrow and shame 
in the world, and to cease to fritter away time 
and undermine the souls of their readers by 
artificiality. 

But his moods vary, as was said above, and 
he admits the necessity of the lighter reading 
in moderation. Again, treating of the so- 
called French realists in a fine piece of criti- 
cism, he shows them to be not realists, but 
freaks, whose writings are entirely untrue to 
the texture of life, showing but an abnormal 
aad hideous enlargement of one of the passions. 
He shows that the talk about the Young Per- 
son is nonseuse, and that if one will not treat 
of the subject supposed to be forbidden, in its 
true position in the texture—again the same 
expressive word—of life the Young Person will 
not be heard of. 

The fin de siecle-ism spoken of is apparent 
in his selection of the three greatest English 
novelists, Jane Austen, ‘Anthony Trollope— 
though he admits that the latter's soul is bour- 
geois—and Thomas Hardy. Twoof these are 
authors without breadth, and Mr. Howells is 
himself as great as any of them with a broad, 
democratic spirit shining through all his 
novels, though they may depict the death of 
personal action. His book would have 
been improved by judicious weeding and 
@ condersation into three or four longer 
essays. His closing sentences contain writing 
worth the balance of the book : 

“The art which in the meantime disdains 
the office of teacher is one of the last refuges 
of the aristocratic spirit, which is disappearing 
from politics and society, and is now seeking 
to shelter itself in ws3thetics. . . Democracy in 
literature ... wishes to Know and to tell the 
truth, confident that consolation and delight 

are there ; it does not care to paint the marvel- 
ous and impossible for the vulgar many, or to 
sentimentalize and falsify the actual for the 
vulgar few. Men are more like than unlike 
one another ; let us make them know one an- 
other better, that they may be all humbled and 
strengthened with a sense of their fraternity, 
Neither arts, nor letters, nor sciences, except 
as they somehow clearly or obscurely tend to 
make the race better and kinder, are to be re- | t 
garded as serious interests ; they are all lower 
than the rudest crafts that feed and house and 
clothe, for except they do this office they are 



























deserves, some time ago sent out circulars to 


cause of music and its teachers. Tbis was 
done I believe with the view of gathering 
ammunition for a fresh charge on the un- 
initiated, so as to strengthen the society and 
embrace within its arms a larger membership, 
and above all to make its annual meetings 
more interesting and attended by a larger 
number of 
have been received by the executive, most of 
which have come from those members who are 
most active in advancing the interests of the 
society, but few have arrived from the rank 
and file. 
largely lost their interest in the meetings, and 
those who have attended one or two annual 
conventions do not see enough in them to 
encourage them to go on, and as few new 
members come in, the society is very much at 
a standstill, The advantages to be gained from 
membership in the C. S. M. are already pretty 
concisely set forth in the clause of its constitu- 


ment and fostering of musical art in all its 
forms; and the promotion of the higher in- 
terests of the musical profession, the inter- 
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caught sight of a man who opened the window 
opposite me, and, leaning out, sang and hushed 
The words 


change of ideas, and the cultivation of frater- 
nal feeling among its members,” 
* 


idle ; and they cannot do this except from and 
through the truth.” 

This is the best side of fin de sieclé-ism ; but, 
though men be one like unto the other, hero- 
worship is not dead yet, and most of us will 
still continue to bow down to action and 
Homeric fire though from afar off. 

TOUCHSTONE, 


This is a broad enough platform, and if con- 
sistently carried out, would prove sufliciently 
advantageous to all coming within its scope, 
without need of further reference to details. 
But the difficulty lies in the fact that mis- 
takes have been made by the society, the 
results of which it is now suffering from. 
It was organized as the Ontario Music 
Teachers’ Association, and as such command- 
ed loyalty and sympathy from the great and 
the small alike who were teaching music, 
The grander title, Canadian Society of Musi- 
cians, however, appealed to the mental mirror 
of a majority of its members, and the old name 
went. This was mistake number one, for 
while most of the members were music teach- 
ers, very few of them were musicians in the 
broader sense of the word. With this mistake 
was coupled the second one of instituting ex- 
amurfations to qualify for membership—that is, 
for new applicants for the honor. The old 
members were already inside the fence and did 
not need toclimb. So that first of all, the poor 
country music teacher was frightened by the 
idea of calling herself a musician, then fright- 
ened once more by the fear of an examination, 
and as aresult the applications for member- 
ship became fewer and fewer. The first object 
of such a society shouid be to get as many 
within the shadow of its wing as possible and 
then raise their ambitions and their knowl- 
edge. 





*OCrITICISM AND Fiction by W. D® Howells; New York ; 
Harper Bros., 1891 





Music. 

Music has formed quite a feature of the con- 
vention of the National Educational Association, 
the bands of the Royal Grenadiers, Queen’s 
Own Rifles and C Company, RS.I, having 
taken part in these entertainments. The 
meetings of the different sections, as well as 
the general meetings, were enlivened by the 
result of a happy thought of Mr. James L. 
Hughes. At his suggestion the principal sing- 
ers of the city were invited to sing a solo each 
atone or other of these meetings, and very 
hearty responses were made by those who had 
not-yet left town. The gatherings were very 
much brightened by these little offerings, and 
from what I saw of the thoroughly hearty ap- 
preciation of the singing shown by the audi- 
ences, I should say that none of our singers 
would have cause to regret the trifling incon- 
venience they were subjected to in responding 
to Mr. Hughes’call. Among those taking part 
in this manner were: Mrs. Clara E. Shilton, 
Mrs. A. Huycke Garratt, Frau Dunbar- 
Morawetz, Mrs. R, J. Hall, Miss Bessie Bonsail, 
Miss Pridham, Miss Annie B. Rose, Miss 





* 
If the same people meet at stated inter- 
vals, they stagnate although they may have a 


F. M. Pringle, Miss Lilli Kleiser, Miss | good time. Membership should be open to all 
Agnes Forbes, Miss Edith Mason, Miss | who teach and who are willing to pay the 
Minnie Gaylord, Miss Mortimer, Miss| ,,nual fee. Once within the society, they 


Herson, Miss Eva N. Roblin, Miss Maud 
Snarr, Miss Evelyn Severs, Miss Rutherford, 
Mr. Harry M. Blight, Mr. J. Bryce Mundie, 
Mr. Fred Warrington, Mr. Douglas Bird, Mr. 
E. W. Schuch, Mr. R. J. Hall, Mr. Sims 
Richards, Mr. C. J. Baguley, and Mr. Harold 
Jarvis, who came over specially from Detroit 
to take part in the music for the N. E. A. Mrs, 
H. M. Blight and Mr. R. J. Hall rendered 
excellent service with the accompaniments. 
At thé meetings of the music section a battle- 
royal was expected between Mr. Cringan of 
Toronto and Mr. Holt of Boston, the cham- 
pions of the Sol Fa and staff notations respec- 
tively, but at the present time of writing it 
has not come off. The other principal items, 
the Children’s Concert and the Promenade 
Concert at the Granite Rink, are too late for 
notice in this issue, as are also the concerts of 
the Young Women’s Christian Guild. 
7 


should go up for its examinations, which should 
be graded, and to successful candidates certifi- 
cates should ba issued. By such a plan as this 
the membership will be enlarged, the conven- 
tions will have better attendance, and the 
society will flourish. If the C. S, M. will face 
the situation boldly, and have enough true 
pride to realize its mistake and correct it, it 
may still become one of the most powerful 
musical factors of Canada; for its conventions, 
if attended by those who want to learn and 
hear, will afford both pleasure and profit if 
well arranged essays, discussions, concerts and 
recitals are presented, for by these means the 
country teacher is given experiences that come 
to him all too seldom. Even the city teacher, 
blase and doub' ful of the excellence of others as 
he often is, will have his amour propre gratified 
and his large stock of knowledge increased by 
finding in the performances of others so many 
things to be avoided. Few of us are too old or 
know too much to learn something in addition 
to our store, and we can all attend such meet- 
ings and carry away a little grain of new 
knowledge at the very least, and many (not of 
us) can benefit such a society by joining it and 
imparting of their knowledge to their less for- 
tunate brethren. 


Apropos of my remarks of last week con- 
cerning music festivals, it is worthy of mention 
that there are several full grown ones on the 
tapis across the Atlantic. Without specially 
mentioning the Wagner Festival at Bayreuth 
which begins on the 19:h inst., there is also 
one this week at Salzburg in centennial com- 
memoration of Mozart, at which the most 
prominent German artists will assist—the pro- 
gramme including Mozart's Requiem, part of 
The Magic Fiute, the D minor piano concerto, 
the G minor symphony, the Jupiter symphony, 
some string quartettes, and The Marriage 
of Figaro. The triennial Handel Festival 
just held in London was a great success. The 
chorus numbered 743 sopranos, 776 altos, 688 
tenors, and 793 basses. The orchestra was 
524 strong, led by 114 first violins. The soloists 
were Mme, Albani, Mme. Bzlle Cole and Mme, 
Lilian Nordica. Next month the'great Bir- 
mingham Musical Festival takes place with 
the following for attractions: Dvorak’s new 
Requiem Mass, Villiers Stanford’s dramatic 
oratorio Eden, Dr. Mackenzie's Veni Creator 
Spiritus, Bach’s Passion music, St. Matthew, 
Berlioz’s Faust and Dr. Perry’s Blest Pair of 
Sireas, 


Mr. A. T. Cringan, instructor in music in 
the city schools, left on a visit to Scotland 
yesterday. 


METRONOME. 








The Drama. 


WRITER in the Theatre says :— 
Managers are seriously debating 
the question as to the prospect of 
the ‘ legitimate’ next season. The 
death of Barrett and the absence 
of Booth from the field have left a 
void that some younger people are 
aching to fill. Louis James appeared to be com- 
ing to the front some time ago, but lately he 
has become so stilted and woodeny that he has 
lost many of his former magnetic qualities, He 
has practically given up starring in Shake- 
spearean parts. There really does not seem to 
be any man now before us calculated to be 
great tragedian. The women appear to be 
more ambitious. Miss Gale, who played for 
several seasons with Mr. Barrett, will start out 
for herself next season, with a reasonable 
chance for success. She js rather of the 
Mary Anderson order and could be taught a 
great deal. Miss Julia Marlowe’s progression 
will probably attract more general attention 
than that of any other woman on the American 
stage. Modjeska has also arranged to travel 
and has engaged an excellent company, includ- 
ing John A, Line and Ben. G. Rogers. Mr, 
Lane ought to go to a teacher of elocution dur- 
ing the interim and have attention called to 
some faults that have lately grown upon him to 
an alarming extent. His speech is now so 
jerky, and insignificant words are so emphatic. 
ally declaimed, that the audience find it diffi- 
cult to understand him at all. This is an out- 
rageous failing on the part of an actor who has 
done so much good workin the past. I think 
Mr. Rogers improves with age, although he 
has afew faults clinging to him still, which 
would have disappeared long ago if he had 
been given intelligent criticism during his 
long career with the old Buffalo stock com- 
pany. As it is, he is one of the very best re- 
presentatives of the “‘old school” now before 
us, There were some things about that ‘‘old 
school” that made manly actors, and I think it 
would be very well to establish another one 
on the same order. There are a few stage 
traditions that ought not to be wiped out. But 
the old atmosphere, so suasive that the very 
smell of an empty theater did your heart good, 
seems to be dying out with the new era of 
wooden doors and brass knobs, fancy curtains 
and gingerbread decorations. It does tickle 
me iadeed to see the big green curtain at 
Palmer's ; that is at least one dreamful sug- 
gestion of those days when the theater was so 
mysterious, when I thought it would be per- 
fect happiness totouch the garment of “an 
actor.” 





Regarding the prospects of a festival here 
next year, I may say that many have spoken to 
me during the week with approbation and none 
with disapproval. That is, of the scheme in 
general of holding a musical festival. Regard- 
ing the details, I do not find so much uaani- 
mity, although the plan of placing all the 
oratorio work in the hands of one conductor 
now finds little opposition. The principal 
divergence of opinion will be found over the 
question of orchestra and soloists, many hold- 
ing that the scheme suggested would be 
too expeusive in this respect. I am afraid 
that they lose sight of the fact that the 
best things draw the most money. At all 
events, I think it may be taken asa pretty 
sure thing that a movement will be made in 
the autumn to organize a festival for the early 
summer of 1892. At present, of course, there 
are too many people away from town, and the 
weather is too hot to allow of energetic plan- 
ning, but later on it ought to be possible to 
start an effort to make our city hold its own in 
music on a large scale with other cities on the 
continent. 





























The Canadian Society of Musicians, not hav- 
ing found as hearty support from the teachers 
of the country as it expected, and indeed as it 


its members asking for a short sketch of their 
views of the advantages which the successful 
working of the organization will obtain for the 


musicians. A few answers 


The fact is that’ the members have é 


Before he was famous Richard Mansfield, the 
tragedian, lived in a flat on Sixth avenue. 
‘Some years ago! was sitting in a room of my 
flat late one night,” said Alfred Trumble apro- 
pos of this, ‘‘quietly smoking a cigar. Sud- 
denly I heard a group of darkies sing very bad- 
ly one of those negro songs of Steve Foster's. 
I listened, however, for I was in the mood, 
All at once the execrable singing was inter- 
rupted by a voice that took up the negro song 
and continued it ina rich baritone. I looked 
out to see who the interrupter was and I 


ion announcing its objects: “‘ The encourage- 


matinee, calculating that by dressing and 
making up as Hartfeld in the train he would 
reach the Haymarket just in time to prevent a 


stage wait. 
and Mr, Tree only just caught his train to Lon- 
don by throwing an ulster over his I 
and bolting for the station. 
tipped the guard and got a compartment to 
himself. So far, good. By the first stoppage 
the Iago beard was off, an 
appearance of an ordi 

to the obvious mystification o 
looked in as he p 
stared, grunted, but ended at that. 


another change had taken a he wig and 
whiskers of Baron Hartfeld in Ji 

man had been assumed, and above all the Hart- 
fela nose; and when the hawk-like and for- 
bidding face 
shadows in answer to the cry of ‘‘ tickets” the 
suspicion of the guard was thoroughly roused. 
To cap it all Mr, Tree had lost his ticket. 
was the last straw, and with ominous severity 
the guard said severe 


vented from marching the actor off to prison. 
Mr, Tree is convinced that the guard fully be- 
lieves to this day that he aided and abetted in 
the escape of some desperate criminal.” 


the darkies by his very excellence. 
were something like this: 
Many days we've been a-weary, 
Around de cabin door ; 
It’s de song and cry of de weary, 
‘ Hard times, hard times,come again no moah | 
Hard times, hard times, come again no moah |’ 


Who do you suppose the interrupter at the 
window was? Why, Richard Mansfield. He 
wasn’t acomedian, tragedian or anything of 
note then, but he could sing, and I tell you he 
did make those darkies in the courtyard stop 
their bawling that night and look at him with 
white-eyed admiration as he beat them at their 


own song.” 
7 


Peggy Pryde, an English concert hall singer 
and the daughter of Jennie Hill, an old-timer 


who played havoc with the hearts of America 


gilded youths, is now delighting the drinking 
and smoking Aabitues of Koster & Bial’s with 


the following song: 

I don’t like a chap who's a masher, 
And stand one I’m sure I could not, 

Who says, ‘‘Oh, how do!” spends a penny or two 
And thinks he’s a jolly big lot. 

He strolls up and down Piccadilly, 
And thinks he’s so swellish and gay. 

An order he'll get, but won’t pay, you can bet, 
To drop in and stare at a play. 


But give me the bloke as is willing 
To take his girl out for a treat, 
Who don’t care if he spends a shilling 
As long as his evening’s complete ; 
Who treats her to fish and to oysters 
On a regular liberal plan ; 
Who says, ‘‘ Come on, Sal; we'll be jolly, old gal!” 
Well, he’s what I calls a man. 


And then there’s the chap as comes spooning, 
And swears by the skies up above, 
He twangs the guitar and sings tra, la, la, 
And tells the poor girl he’s in love. 
He swears like a queen he will keep her, 
And feed her from night until morn, 
While he very well knows that his best suit of clothes 
For weeks have been lumbered in pawn. 


But give me the honest and rough ‘un, 
Who ain't quite afrightened to speak, 
Who hollers, ‘‘ Just say if you'll have me, 

And we'll get strung up in a week!” 
Who'll kiss you a regular buster 
And does it as only he can, 
Who wops up a quart as a laborer ought— 
Well, he’s what I calls a man. 


I can’t stand the fellow who's grumpy, 
And never inclined for a laugh ; 
Whose temper gets short if you go in for sport, 
And won't take a morsel of chaff ; 
Who, if you in fun should just happen 
To hit him a whack on the nose, 
Fires up in a tiff and to court in a j'ff 
To issue a summons he goes. 


But give me the chap who is ready 
To put up his ‘‘ dukes” with a smile, 

Who, though he may have a hard tussle 
Will merrily lagh all the while ; 

Who, though he may get a good mauling, 
Stands up on his feet while he can ; 


Who'll say with a jest, ‘‘ Here, I'll give you the best!” 


Well, he’s what I calls a man. 
* 


A good story is told in the Stuttgart Neue 
Musik-Zeitung concerning one of the most 


eminent German actresses and a theatrica 
critic, équally well known to fame, 


Dresden to Leipzig. Only two of the passen 


gers knew each other, but the conversation 
soon became general, and the Court Theater at 
Dresden became the subject of discussion. 
One lady who had been present the evening 
before at the representation of Euryanthe, was 
loud in her expressions of disapproval. ‘‘Worse 
than all,” she exclaimed, ‘‘that Madame Schro- 
der is much too old for her part; her singing 
Don’t you think so, 
too?” she asked, turning to the gentleman 
** Would you not rather tell all 
this to Madame Schroder herself? She is sit- 
ting opposite to you,” he replied, coldly. After 
the general silence which followed this remark 


is becoming unbearable. 


next to her. 


the critical lady turned to the actress with 
many confused apologies. ‘‘It is that horrid 
critic, Schmieder, wno has influenced my judg- 
ment concerning your singing. I believe it is 
he who is always writing against you. He 
must be a most disagreeable and pedantic per- 
son.” ‘Had you not better tell all this to M. 


Schmieder himselt?” calmly asked the actress ; 


* he is sitting next to you.” 
* 


Mr. Dixey is credited with a story concern- 


ing an English actor who was a member ofa 
company recently snowbound in the Sierras, 
When the train reached a small station at 
which there was a restaurant, the Englishman 
was the first to find a seat at the table. 


** Bring me in a hurry,” he said to the land- 


lord, a burly Western man, ‘‘a poiterhouse 
steak, some deviled kidneys, a brace of chops, 
plenty of vegetable and two bottles of Bass’s 
bitter beer.” 


The landlord stuck his head out of the dining- 


room door and yelled to somebody in the rear 
apartment : 
Rule Britannia ; the Prince of Wales is here.” 


**Say, Bill, tell the band to play 


During his appearance in Jim the Penman, 


Mr. Beerbohm Tree had an amusing experi- 
ence on the railway, which is thus related by 
Arthur Goddard in his Players of the Period: 


‘Mr. Tree had been down to Oxford at a 








The Oxford performance was late, 


dress 
Arrived there, he 


Mr. Tree bore the 
English gentleman, 
the guard, who 

the platform, 


the tickets 


assed alon 
When the time came for takin 


m the Pen- 
loomed out of the growing 
This 


ly : 
‘Lost it? Y deseay Come! take off that 
We know your sort.’ 
Only by a big tip could the guard be pre- 


A number 
of ladies and gentlemen were the other day 
traveling together in a railway carriage from 







































Twilight. 





For Saturday Night. 
Beneath a chestnut lying, 
The soft winds gently sighing, 
The light in the far west dying 
In glowing heaps. 







The sun in splendor sinking, 

The clouds the bright west pinking, 

The blue with the golden linkiog 
On yonder steeps. 







The insects around me humming, 

The ow! the night air drumming, 

The breeze from the dim west coming 
Out of the deeps. 









The stars in the gloaming peering, 

The moon ite crest uprearing, 

The bird his smooth course veering 
His still watch keeps. 










Beside me the streamlet flowing, 

Afar the cattle lowing, 

The moonlight in splendor growing 
Around me creeps. 











Homeward a light heart bringing, 
The air with the sweet strain ringing, 
The harvester joyously singing 

No longer reaps. 








“ The hour to rest from toiling,” 
Sweet twilight’s minstrels calling, - 
Though the shadows around me falliog 
_ Come from the deeps. 








So an ear obedient lending, 

Homeward my glad step wending, 

Peace with the spirit blending i 
All nature sleeps. ' 










At Death of Day. 


For Saturday Night. 
The aun is setting down behind the clouds 
In all his glory wondrous to behold, 
The snowy mountains of his glorious land 
Are bordered with a wavering line of gold. 















Each glistening raindrop sparkling on the grase, 
Brightens and dances as though set with light, 
And every tiny pool and window pane 
By golden sparks of sunset is made bright. 








Among the branches of the stately pines 
A million little fairies dance and spring, t 
And each one carries ‘mong the darkling wood, / 
A wondrous flash of brightness on its wing. ! 













The sun drops downward, then is lost to view ; 
The clouds break open and the glorious light 

From their broad gateway shines, then presses down ; 
The world is lost to glory in the night. P. E. C. 









Of Course. 














For Saturday Night. 
“ Of course I’ve got an ideal man— 
I'll tell you what he’s like,” she said, 
* He’s tall and dark,” and she bagan 
To dream aloud of whom she'd wed. 











While talking thus she sudden spied 
Not far away a fellow, slim 

And blonde and small. ‘‘ Now look,” she cried, 
** There’s little S nitb. Who'd marry him?” 








A single year has passed away 
Since first she talked of her ideal, 
And now she’s wed—was wei to-day,— 
And I was there and saw her kneel. 
With whom she knelt, have you divined 
What “‘ tall dark man ” sh: coupled with ? 
A happier girl you couldn’t fiad, 
Nor happier man than /ittle Smith. 












1 






H. Sitens. 






A Simile. 


For Saturday Night. 


A little seed was planted in the earth. 
The sun and rain brought small, green shoots to birth. 



















These, taking courage, grew so tall and strong, 
Before two leaves appeared it was not long. 







These folding backward, a small bud was seen, 
But worthless it appeared, hard, small and green. 


But lo! when time a certain length had sped, 
A tall, white lily reared its stately head. 


Man laid the seed, but life he could not give, 
The sun and rain ‘twas made the lily live. 











Thus in us is a seed of Life Eternal in need of care 
Of spiritual Sun and Rain to make it flourish there. 







And if these we receive right heartily, 
A Flower of Righteousness the end will be : 


Our hearts pure as the lily’s cup of white, 
Our hopes like to the golden pistil bright. 
VioLst Ropsrts. 








Evening. 













Por Saturday Night. 

Now sinks the sun, 

The day to sleep has gone, 

And as ite eyelids gently close 

The murmuring breeze lulls it to sweet repose. 
And all is still. 


The lights grow dim, 

And golden fades to brown, 

As far across yon western sky 

Tae shadows fainter, fainter grow, then die 
And all is gloom. 


So in this life, 

The world in youth is love ; 

Alas! the sorrows come as years roll by, 

Then rich and poor alike lie down to die 
And all is still. 























Our lives depart, 
Leaving but mist and gloom behind, 







So in our lives, we die, die but to live in realms more bright 
Where all is love. 
Toronto, June 22. 






Estuer Tatsor K—— 










A Message. 












For Saturday Night. 


Accept this little, yellow flower, 
I plucked it near a forest’s maze, 
Where, in a green and shady bower, 
“ Far from the madding crowd's” wild gaza, 
From out a sweet, pine-scentad bed 
It raised its wee, gold, star-like head. 


Ah, little flower ! go, to him speak 
Of summer days, where sun-kiesei breeze 
B'ows hope and peace across the lake, 
Where love and faith find “‘ tongues in trees.” 
Go, little flower, and mutely tell 
Thine own, true tale, my immortelle. 
. Nora Laveuse, 
























Why? 





Por Saturday Night. 
Why do I love you, love, my love’ 
First tell me, oh! tell me why 
The ekylark soars from the earth below 
To the vast of the cloudless sky ? 


He utters a song of wild delight, 
Scarce knowing the reason why | 
No more has the choice of the singing, he, 
Than the choice of the loving, I! 
Jossruins Was.ine. 
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But as the sun, sinking to shine with stronger light, tt 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








Noted People. 





Miss Nevins, a Brooklyn girl, earns her liv- 
ing by giving lessons in photography to men 
and women who wish to understand and use 
cameras for amateur or professional purposes, 

Mr. Holman Hunt's Light of the World, 
which was sold for £10,000 to Mrs. Coombe, 
who presented it to Keble College, is about to 
be placed in the new morning chapel there, of 


which it is to form the altar-piece. 


Another has been added to the list of ‘royal 
authors. Queen Natalie has published a little 
novelette on one of the legends told among the 
Servian peasantry, entitled The Mother, and 


showing considerable Jiterary ability. 


Anton Rubinstein intends to pass the sum- 
mer at Dresden, where he will live in strict re- 
tirement, in. order that he may finish his 
oratorio Moses, and also a Russian op2ra, on 


which he has been engaged for several months, 


Only once has the Emperor of Austria donned 
a frock coat and silk hat. This was in 1867, 
when he visited Paris for the Exhibition. 
Whether at home or traveling he invariably 
wears a uniform, except when he goes out 
sheoting—of which he is particularly fond— 
when he is to be seen in a Tyrolese costume, 


Miss Isabel Hapgood, whose excellent trans- 
lations of Tolstoi and other Russian novelists 
have won her well deserved fame, is a tall, 
fine-looking woman, with gray hair and a win- 
ning smile. Her voice and manner in conver- 
sation are delightful, and make her a great 
favorite in the social circles of New York, 
which is her home. 

Miss Emily Dickenson, whose poems have 
been published only since her death, is said to 
have left 800 manuscripts of complete poems 
and fragments of nearly as many more. Her 
shyness amounted almost to a mania and her 
later years were spent entirely in her own 
home, but she loved children and had a habit 
of lowering gifts to them from her windows, 


** Miss Mollie E. Church, a colored graduate 
of Oberlin and now a teacher in the public 
schools of Washington, has been tendered the 
position of registrar of her Alma Mater. It is 
said thatif she accepts she will be the first 
colored graduate of any leading college to be- 
come a member of its faculty.” Oberlin is the 
place for the experiment. It was the first to 
open the doors of education to the colored 
youth. 

Princess Hatzfeldt has determined that if 
she cannot go to New York this season and 
cannot have America in Paris, she will at least 
have American flowers there. She has just 
had sent to her by the French steamer some 
scores of plants, and a pleasing assortment of 
vegetable seeds, like sweet corn and sweet 
peas. Among the plants were a number of 
rosebushes that are expected to expand into 
American beauties on French soil. 

Robert Louis Stevenson must have been a 
wonderfully modest young fellow. He thought 
‘*he would never be missed.” Some fifteen 
years ago he was one of a small gathering of 
art students and others at Barbizon. A dis- 
cussion arose as to which, out of them all, 
could best be spared by the world at large— 
who, in fact, would never be missed. [Finally 
the matter was settléd by a ballot, and every 
vote (his own included) was given for Steven- 
son, 

It is said that Stanley was not the man firat 
selected by James Gordon Bennett to find 
Livingstone. When the idea of a Herald 
search expedition occurred to Mr. Bennett he 
cast about for an available man and picked out 
a S:otchman named McPherson or McKenzie, 
or something of that kind. This gentleman 
set out for the East Coass of Africa, got as far 
as Zanzibar and mysteriously disappeared. 
What became of him is a profound mystery to 
this day. 

Elaine Goodale, who wrote dainty verses 
when she was a little girl on her father’s Berk- 
shire Hills estate, Sky Farm, and who for sev- 
eral years has been identified with educational 
efforts among the Indians, was married in New 
York city last week to Dr. Charles Alexander 
Eastman, the government medical inspector at 
Pine Ridge Agency. Dr. Esstman’s grand- 


, mother was a beautiful Indian girl, and he is 


thus allied by blood to the race for the eleva- 
tion of which his wife and himself will con- 
tinue to labor. Their future home will be in 
Dakota. 

Fear of assassination is said to be one reason 
why the Czar of Russia wears a full beard and 
never permits himself to be shaved. The 
barber to the imperial family of Romanoff is, 
nevertheless, the grandson of Michael Guela- 
bovski, who declined, although offered a 
princely consideration, to cut the throat of the 
Czar Paul, This display of devotion obtained 
for the Guelabovski family tonsorial distinc. 
tion at court, although it has never won the 
entire confidence of the present Czar. The 
Czar has probably not heard what Napoleon 
said of the man who shaved himself. 


Princess Maude of Wales has a curious 
hobby for collecting ivory. At Marlborough 
House she has quite a collection of ivory 
curios, She has the tusks or elephants shot by 
her father and uncles, The Emperor of 
Russia has enriched her museum by sending 
the teeth of wild boars which have fallen to 
his guns, There are also in the Princess's col- 
lection the “ ivories ” of walruses, lions, tigers, 
sharks, seals and alligators. When the Duke 
of Edinburgh was a midshipman he assisted in 
capturing a monster hammer-head shark, the 
teeth of which are now in the Marlborough 
House Museum, 


Here is a pretty story regarding the King of 
Italy. With the early days of summer Queen 
Margherita asked her royal husband for his 
candid opinion as to whether she was young 
enough to continue wearing her favorite cos- 
tume, white muslin dresses. His Majesty 
gravely made reply: ‘This matter requires 
reflection.” This was said in a very happy and 
good-humored way. A week or so afterwards 
a huge box was delivered at the palace. The 
servants carried it into the apartments o! the 
Queen, and said, as they had been instructed, 
“That is His Majesty’s reply." When the 
Queen opened the box sha found that it was 


full of her favorite summer which 
ain pambers had ordered tor his wits from a 
aris firm, ; 

























The Liberation of Father Rhone. 


BY EVELYN DURAND, 





deavoring to breathe. 


to enter. 


he continually felt. 


the dormitory of sleeping boys and stole steal- 


thily down the uncarpeted stairs to the long 
hall-way which led into the church, The im- 
penetrable darkness was unrelieved by any tint 


of light, but he moved along the passages as 
certainly as if it were full day. Did he not 
know them well enough? Had he not spent 
his life among them? Spent his life——Father 
Rhone paused. It seemed but yesterday since 
his parents had stood here in this hall and the 
mother had taken the little fellow in her arms 
and pressing his face regretfully to her own, 
had whispered in her ignorance that they 
would soon return. And yesterday was forty 
years ago and the little child had changed into 
a@ man, knowing neither when nor why. 

He crept on until he reached the western 
door and found himself within the church. 
Even here he could not breathe. Upand down 
the long, straight aisles he paced and only his 
soft, measured foot-falls broke the silence. The 
darkness stimulated his imagination as light 
excites the visual nerves; and walking back 
and forth he sighed and panted, while before 
his eyes there trooped the long procession of 
past years. There was the boy with the 
school books and the little ambitions, the 
youth with the enthusiastic resolutions, the 
young priest and the great good to be done. 
He had preached but once or twice, his ser- 
mons had been found displeasing. He em- 
ployed himself about the college; he was a 
favoriic with the few who knew him in the 
parish; he rarely went abroad except to take 
the line of boys. Andit was this he had ac- 
complished, and it was thus the many years 
had passed. 

He crossed the nave and commenced slowly 
pacing up and down the eastern wing. His 
thick light hair was turning gray of late, his 
lips were drooping, not with bitterness but 
with passivity. At that age when men and 
women should be most strong and rich, he felt 
hin.self most old and poor. He was in the 
southern portion of the church beside the nar- 
row pews, when suddenly he paused. He was 
strangely conscious of a presence. He con- 
tinued up the aisleway and turned as he had 
done before. His heart was beating violently. 
Again he paused—again there was that sense 
of human presence. Instinctively he reached 
forth his hand—then started back. 

** Who is there?” he cried, aghast. 

** You must not fear.” 

** What are you doing here?” he shouted in 
his astonishment. 

**Last night I heard the music, I came in 
to rest. They did not see me and I remained. 
You must not mind, I will go now.” The voice 
that answered him was brave and gentle. 

**No,” said Father Rhone in a bewildered 
tone, ‘* wait until the light.” 

He leaned against the pillar, wondering. 

This isa woman, he thought; in his life he 
had seldom spoken with a woman. 

**Have you no home?” he asked at length, as 
this companionship became less unfamiliar. 

** No,” she said. 

** You are in the world alone?” 

**Oh, there are many people known to me.” 
She spoke quite simply, quite frankly, as if her 
hidden interlocutor were her friend. 

He pondered. 

‘** Well, there is nothing I could do for you, 
but they might—— ” 

In her surprise she interrupted him. ‘“I 
want nothing done for me.” 

*“ But,” began Father Rhone, 

** You see, I work,” she exclaimed. ‘‘ There 
is a man, a great man; the grandeur of his 
intellect is gone, but the grandeur of his spirit 
will not go—he is very old and he was dying in 
his little lonely room, I took him to the hos- 
pital upon the river there. And now he lies 
in an apartment fresh and sweet, and sepa. 
rated from the rest. A nurse is always with 
him, and she is very kind. There are flowers 
on the table by his bed. His face is bright and 
beautiful.” She paused, then remembering the 
reason which had prompted this relation, 
added : ** This requires what I earn just now.” 

He made no response. 

‘* There are some,” she continued, ‘‘ who say: 
‘Why is he great?’ And I can only answer: 
* Why is God great ?’” 

“Do they?” returned Father Rhone, ab- 
sently, 

The sable shadows of the night were gradu- 
ally receding, and at the windows peered the 
fleeting face of dawn. After a long interval 
he said : 

**The world is very evil.” 

‘* They are like you and me—they are better 
and worse as they have grown up here or 
there.” 

To this he made no answer, but ventured : 

‘You would seem happy.” e 

“T donot know what happiness may mean. 
But I am glad to be young and strong and to 
be in the world, I am glad to love and to work.” 

There was in her voice ineffable cheer—there 
was contagion in her vigor. They could not 
see each other, but with that perception which 
is independent of the accidents of flesh and 
blood, they recognized their kindred spirits, 

A silence had fallen again between them 
when Father Rhone, urged by some new in- 
fluence, gave utterance to his constant 
thought. 

“ I cannot breathe—I am smothering.” 

‘There are many who are smothering,” she 
said, then suddenly arose, for a beam of yellow 
light had glanced athwart them. 

He accompanied her into the vestibule. He 
unlocked the heavy door and stood upon 
the threshold as she passed down the 


Father Rhone was lying on his back, en- 
The casements of his 
little dormer-window were flung wide open, 
but the night was sultry and no air appearei 
Tt was not the lack of air, however, 
that troubled Father Rhone; it was a sense of 
suffocation, an indescribable oppression, which 
The others used to laugh 
and attribute it to his increasing portliness of 
habit, but he would shake his head and mutter 
to himself that he knew better. At length, 
distressed beyond endurance by his inability 
to sleep and the restlessness which possessed 
him, he got out of bed in the heavy blackness 
of early morning. Fumbling about in the dark 
he found his garments. Then he opened the 
door, went noiselessly along the corridor, past 



























steps. The sun was rising, and the long, 
refulgent fingers pierced the clouds, and 
touched the blue illimitable dome of heaven. 


A soft, salt breeze blew up the river from the 
sea, and in the distance he baheld the glitter- 
ing turrets of the hospital and pictured to him- 
self the dying old man with his face bright and 
beautiful. The mighty city was reverberating 
with awakened sound, and its people were up- 
rising from their ornate couches and their 
heaps of straw. A large hay-cart was rumb- 
ling lazily along the road, and the driver sat 
aloft flicking the air with his whip. The girl 
was walking down the path beside the tall, 
green hedge. She looked back at him smiling 
and said, ‘‘ Perhaps you might breathe better 
here.” He saw the trees glorified with their 
delicate young leaves, he heard the robins’ 
clear and thrilling note, he caught the faint, 
delicious fragrance of the flowering currant 
He turned away, re- 
locked the door, and entered once again the 
He neared the chancel 


bushes near the chapei. 


shadow-laden church. 
gates and smelt the incense burning. Ah! 


This suffocation! He hesitated, stopped, re- 
mained a minute motionless, following me- 


chanically with his eye the crimson pattern of 
the parquetry. 
knew not, he retraced his steps; into the 
vestibule, down the path, along the street he 
went direct and resolute. The girl had disap- 
peared from view, but the sun was there, and 
the ffeshness and the beauty of the morning, 
and before him lay the world and the oppor- 
tunity of life. 





Jephtha’s Daughter in the Mountains. 





For Saturday Night. 
The glorious sap of youth doth swell the grass, 
And here and there peep forth the earliest flowers ; 
Before I die, they too away shall pass ; 
I fain would live with them my dying hours. 


The new-born lambs bleat in the sunlight warm ; 
I love to watch them, tho’ they make me weep, 

That I should die before a babe’s soft form 
Should cling to mine and on my bos>m sleep. 


The earth is very beautiful, O God ! 

The streamlets singing down from realms of snow, 
Shining in sunlight, shadowed many a rod, 

Call me with them to laughing thro’ life go. 


But then is borne to me as from the skies, 
Celestial music, singing in my ears, 
Ebbing and flowing,—as it slowly dies 
Trembling with love I lose all doubts and fears. 
H. W. CHARLEsworTH. 





The Pluck of Mrs. Murphy. 

Martin Murphy when sober carries the hod 
in a manner satisfactory to himself and his 
employers. Martin Murphy when not sober 
is in the habit of getting tangled up with 
policemen, judges and courts in a manner not 
at all satisfactory to himself or any one else. 

Now, Martin had a job over in Brooklyn that 
was good. He worked steadily for two weeks 
and was paid the other night. When he got 
his money and indulged in several mixed ales, 
flavored with black pepper, it occurred to him 
that he had worked two full weeks without 
making a break or getting full himself. This 
discovery surprised and saddened him. He 
started in to blot the stain from his record and 
the result was that Martin Murphy was b:fore 
@ police magistrate the next morning. 

** You were drunk,” said the judge. 

‘*T was,” said Martin, easily and honestly. 

** You tried to thrash the officer,” said the 


judge. 
“Faith if I'd a tried I'd a done it,” said 


Martin. 


‘Well, you will take five daysor $5,” said 
the judge- 
‘*T’ll take ’em both, Yer Hanner,” said Mar- 


tin with a diplomatic wave of the hand. And 
so an hour or so later Martin rode to prison in 
solemn state. 

About the same time Mrs. ay learned 
what had befallen her husband. She was face 
to face with an emergency and she arose to 
meet it. There were two things that she de- 
termined must be done—Martin must be got 
out of jailand his job must be kept for him. 
The first was easy enough. She went to a 
gentleman with a “pull” and he said Martin 
should be free before the next day. That being 
attended to, Mrs. Murphy repaired to the 
buildings where Martin had been working. 

** Who be’s the boss of this job?” she in- 
quired of a red-shirted gentleman who was 
pushing and venga hoe eee through 
a pile of mortar. e ‘*boss of the job” was 

inted out, and to him Mrs. Murphy ad- 
Sreseed herself. 

** Ye've a man carryin’ the hod fer ye av the 
name of Murphy?” she said. 

**T have,” was the reply, ‘‘but he isn’t here 
to-day.” 

**T know he’s not,” said Mrs. Murphy, * but 
he'll be here in the mornin’ or I'll know it! 
Where's his hod?” 

“In the building, where he left it,” said the 
builder. Into the building Mrs. Murphy went. 
When she came out her skirts were tied about 
her in a most peculiar sort of way, and she bore 
her husband's hod in the regulation way. The 
builder had walked a little distance away, and 
did not notice Mrs. Murphy lay her hod down 
carefully, load it with brick and shoulder it. 
When he did see her she was going up the lad- 
der as steadily as his head hod-carrier could. 

63 Hey, there!” he shouted, ‘‘come down out 
of that.’ 

**Wait till I’ve dumped me hod,” said Mrs, 
Murpby, and dump it she did before she came 
down, 

**See here,” he said when she came down, 
“this thing won't do.” 

** What thing?” inquired Mrs. Murphy. 

** You can’t carry the hod here.” 

**T'll carry the hod agin any man on yer job,” 
retorted Mrs, Murphy peony. ** This is Martin 
Murphy’s hod an’ I’m his wife, an’ I’m goin’ to 
kape this job fer him. I'll do his work the day 
an’ I'll heve himsel’ here in the mornin’,” and 
with that she turned away, loaded her hod and 
mounted the ladder again. The builder was 
puzzled, but helpless. The other workmen 
scarcely knew what to make of the affair. But 
resolute Mrs. Murphy soon put them on record, 
When she came down the ladder for the second 
time she reached down in a long pocket and 
drew out a silver quarter. 

** Byes,” she said, “I’m goin’ to pay me 
futtin’ on this job, Is therea man among ye 
that'll go to the store for me?” 

There was, and he went. When he returned 
he handed tne can of foaming ale to Mrs. Mur- 
phy. ie raised it to her lips and took a goodly 

raught. 

** Now, byes,” she said, ‘‘fer the rist av the 
oF Tm kapin’ Martin Murphy's job.” 

nd she did, he carried hod and hod with 
the other men for the whole afternoon and des- 
pite her skirts, was fairly skilful. At six 
o'clock she put her hod away. shook hands 
with the other workers—they insisted on that 
—and went home, She had saved Martin's job 
and half a day's wages. When Martin came 
home from jaii that night, penitent, she lu: 
him off and made him sign the pledge. ext 
morning she sent him back to the job she had 
saved for him and he is there yet. 

Now and then one of his fellow-workmen 
will remark : “ Ye’re a good man, but fevh, yer 
wife's a better wan.” 

But Martin merely says: ‘‘ Be gorr, I belave 
you're right,” for Martin is a truthful man, 

The best thing about this story is that it is 
strictly true except in the matter of names. 
The heroine of it is not inclined to be boastful. 








Then, impelled by what he 








The Berrypickers. 


The above is a sketch of Mr. G. A. Reid’s latest picture, The Berrypickers. 





It is now on 


exhibition in the Paris Salon and has met with praise everywhere. 








She merely says that ‘‘ washin’ is harder nor 
hod carryin’.” And she ought to know.—JN, Y. 
Recorder, 





Venice and Her Citizens. 


As the I pre Briton aspires to a monu- 
ment in Westminster Abbey, and the Flioren- 
tine in Santa Croce, so the Venetian artist 
coveted for his works a place in the palace of 
the Doges. That was his Temple of Fame. 
His dream, however, soared beyond the grati- 
fication of personal ambition ; he desired that 
through him the glory and beauty of Venice 
might be enhanced and immortalized. This 
devotion to the ideal of a gS this true patriot- 
ism, has, unfortunately, almost disappeared 
from the earth. The very conception of it is 
now unintelligible to most persons. The city 
where _ live—New York, Boston, London— 
you value in proportion as it affords ad- 
vantages for your business, objects for 
your comfort and amusement; but you 
quit it without compunction if taxes be 
lower and trade brisker elsewhere. You 
are interested in its affairs just in so far 
as — affect your own. When you build 
a dwelling or a factory, you do not inquire 
whether it will improve or injure your neigh- 
bor’s property, much less whether it will be an 
ornament to the city ; you need not even abate 
a nuisance until compelled to do so by the law. 

But to the noble-minded Venetian his city 
was not merely a convenience; it was a per- 
sonality. Venezia was a spiritual patroness, a 
goddess who presided over the destiny of the 
state; he and every one of his fellow citizens 
shared the honor and blessing of her protec- 
tion. She had crowned with prosperity the 
energy and piety, the rectitude and justice of 
his ancestors through many centuries, Every 
act of his had more than a personal. more even 
than a human bearing. ow would it affect 
her?—that was his test. He could do nothing 
unto himself alone ; for good or for ill, what he 
did reacted upon the community, upon the 
ideal Venezia. The outward city—thechurches, 
palaces, and dwellings—was but the garment 
and visibleexpression of thatidealcity. Venezia 
had blessed him, and he was grateful ; she was 
beautiful, and he loved her. His gratitude 
impelled him to deeds worthy of her protec- 
tion; his love blossomed in gifts that should 
increase her beauty. 

This reverence and devotion have, asI re- 
marked, vanished from among men; yet in 
this ideal beams the conception of the true 
commonwealth. Observe that those three 
cities which held such an ideal before them 
have bequeathed to us the most precious works 
of beauty. Athens, Florence, Venice,—these 
are the Graces among the cities. At Karnak, 
at Constantinople, at Rome, at Paris, you will 
behold stupendous ruins or imposing monu- 
ments ae pride and power of 
individual Pharaohs, Sultans, Czsars, Popes, 
and Napoleons, but you will not find the spirit 
which was worshipped by the beautifying of the 
Acropolis, and of republican Florence, and of 
Venice. Will the most diligent search dis- 
cover it in New York or Chicago ?—Atflantic. 





On Reading Landor. 


Among the chief hindrances to reading 
Landor are the exactions he makes of a reader; 
whether these are too arent depends largely on 
thereader. With regard to his alleged excessive 
condensation, within which lies one difficulty, it 
is to be said that we who skim novels end 
newspapers are so in the way of expecting 
from writers all kinds of useless help, so-called, 
are so thoroughly accustomed to diffuseness 
which professes to be Seer, that we 
often do not feel, as we read, with what a dead 
weight of words we are burdened. Verbal 
profigelity is generally more injurious to style 
and more tiresome than ver parsimony. 
De Quincey, whose habit in this respect is the 
direct converse of Landor’s, I find at least as 
hard toread for two or three hourson end. 
Landor’s fault—for he sometimes, though by 
no means always, carries compression too far— 
makes for ter alertness of mind and keener 
discrimination in the reader. If he incline to 
exercise too often our goat-like power of leap- 
ing over spaces usually brid for travelers 
on foot, it is equally true that mountain- 
climbing from which all difficulties have deen 
cleared, loses its charm. That in the region, 
peearsseny indicated by Mr. Swinburne, 
through which he aské us to follow, people in 

neral are not mentally agiie enough to keep 

im long in sight, in no d diminishes the 
cxbliesoing effect of the climb on those 
blessed with legs and wind—rather the re- 
verse. 

In a word, Landor needs a trained reader, 
able to tell the best and the second-best apart, 
and fully to enjoy the best. Such a reader 
must know more history and more literature 
than most people know. For Landor’s usual 
method is to presup in the reader a knowl.- 
edge of everything that concerns his speakers, 
and to put them on the stage not in any scene 
recorded of them, but in scenes not inconsist- 
ent with what is recorded of their lives and 
characters. Whereas Shakespeare is apt, in 
his historical plays, to follow history more or 
less closely, Landor is apt, as it were, to invent 
history ; where Sh tells what hap- 
pened, Landor would tell something implying 
a know!edge of what happened.— Scribner, 





English Railway Fiction. 

It is not in penny fiction alone that the rail- 
way bookstalls do a thriving trade. The shil- 
ling novels stand in goodly rows, inviting you 
to a purchase you are sure afterwards to regret. 
ae acer shilling novel i Salons — 

rom the average penny novel ins vy; % 
j by anieeenanh, the sole standard it is 
possible to apply, it should, to warrant its 
price, be about six times its length. Lord 


i NN 


Elwyn’s Daughter and The Nun’s Curse, at a 
shilling each, bear such a strong family resem- 
blance to their penny cousins, Golden Chains 
and Her Bitter Burden, that it needs their 
outward dress to distinguish them ; and 
Haunted and The Man who Vanished carry 
their finest thrills in their titles. Quite early 
in my search, I noticed at the Waterloo station 
three shilling novels—Weaker than Woman, 
Lady Hutton’s Ward and Diana's Discipline, all 
advertised conspicuously as being by the author 
of Dora Thorne. Feeling that my ignorance of 
Dora Thorne herself was a matter for regret 
and enlightenment, I asked for her at once, to 
be told she was not in stock, but I might, if I 
liked, have Lady Gwendolen’s Dream, by the 
same writer. I declined Lady Gwendolen, and 
at the next station once more demanded 
Dora Thorne. In vain! The young man in 
attendance pat over his volumes, shook 
his head, and offered me Diana’s Discipline, and 
a fresh book, The Fatal Lilies, also by the 
author of Dora Thorne. Another stall at an- 
other station had all five of these novels, and 
a sixth one in addition, A Golden Heart. by 
the author of Dora Thorne, but still no Dora. 
Elsewhere I encountered Her Martyrdom and 
Which Loved Him Best, both stamped with 
the cabalistic words: ‘‘ By the Author of Dora 
Thorne ;” and so it continued to the end. New 
stories without number, all from the same pen, 
and all countersigned ‘‘ By the Author of Dora 
Thorne,” but never Dora. From first to last 
she remained elusive, invisible, unattainable— 
a Mrs. Harris among books, a name and noth- 
ing more.—A (flantic. 


Oe 
Garden Parties. 


Invitations to a garden party are issued one 
or two weeks before the day fixed upon; a 
short notice generally means that the party is 
gotten up impromptu, in honor of unexpected 
friends. ‘‘Tennis” should always be put on 
the cards when tennis is to be played, that the 
guests may dress themselves accordingly, the 
— a in tennis suits, and the youn 
adies in suitable tennis frocks, and provid 
wit ssuyects and shoes. The invitations should 
always be given in the name of the hostess on 
At Home cards, and the R. S. V. P. should 
meet with prompt attention. A good band is 
sometimes engaged for a garden party, but 
lovers of tennis find the game sufficiently 
amusing in itself. It must be a lovely day to 
induce a hostess to venture upon having her 
refreshments served under the trees, Of 
course it is pleasant when this can be done, 
but too often a thunderstorm bursts 
upon the party and creates a panic, 
and a general rush into the house is the result ; 
and, after all, the large dining-room of a man- 
sion is the best rendezvous for tea on the hot- 
test of days when a large party is assembled. 
To say that fruit and ices, several kinds of 
dainty sandwiches of cucumber, mustard and 
cress, egg, pounded sardines, anchovies and 
de foie gras are provided, in addition to pretty 
cakes and substantial ones, is a foregone con- 
clusion, as it would be to say that the drinks 
include tea, coffee, iced coffee, lemonade or 
claret cup. The arrangements differ slightly. 
In some houses the fruit and claret cup occupy 
one room, while the tea and other refreshments 
are served in an adjoining one; or the fruit 
is placed on a table in the center of the dining- 
room, and tea served at another long table; or 
small round tables are placed about the dining- 
room with fruit and cakes, etc,, when the 
party is a full one, as the gentlemen can then 
come to the assistance of the ladies. The maid 
servants pour out the tea and coffee from 
behind the buffet, and the men servants and 
the gentlemen hand the tea tothe ladies, or 
the ladies go to the buffet themselves and ask 
for what they require of the maids in attend- 
ance. 





Too Bad Indeed ! 


A party of Italian pleasure finders is at the 
Auditorium. M. Modenais the only one who 
can even speak a few words of English, and he 
couldn’t write a book in our lan . He 
was introduced to Mr. Breslin, one of the hotel 
proprietors, yesterday, and they had a few 
words together. 

* By the way,” said Mr, Breslin, “don't you 
know Marquis Pullman?” 

**He not extraordinary prominent. I don’t 
think.” 

“You are mistaken. One of America’s 
greatest men isthe marquis.” 

“Oh! He liva here?” 

**Heis the inventor of the famous Pullman 
palace cars and your government gave him the 
title in appreciation of his work. You must 
remember the name Pullman—P-u-]-l-m-a-n— 

ou spell it like that. When you came from 
ew York you rode in bis cars." 

* He own a fine car that ride me here?” 

** Yes, I was sure you knew him.” 

**Good man. I lika him. When I depart 
from his car this morning I gave him $1. Too 
bad he’s black.” 

Mr. Breslin gave one look at his guests, then 
unceremoniously dashed intothe natatorium, 
where he drowned his sorrows.—Chicago 


Heraid. 


From Jest to Earnest. 


Primus—The theater caught fire in the midst 
of the bapiand song. 
Secundus—Did the comedian retain his pres- 
HO tyes; he tol th 
mus— Yes; he to @ audience th 
was a fire under the stage, but they need not 
be alarmed, as the manager was a Universalist. 





A Terse Interruption, 
ee Sea wiee Lereng 9 1a ae you think it wili 
conducive to your ness to joi 
the holy bonds of wadieaet en eee 
Papa (overhearing)—Ask him how he's fixed 
with holy government bonds, Jane.—Judye, 
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Father Joseph’s Penitent 


A CONFESSION. 


By HENRY MURRAY. ‘ : 
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HENRY MURRAY, 


On the fifth floor of a high and narrow- 
fronted house in one of the tortuous thorough- 
fares debouching from the rue de Seine, dwelt 
a venerable priest. That particular quarter of 
Paris is hardly the spot to which a visitor in 
search of Parisian celebrities would be likely 
to direct his steps, yet in the person of Father 
Joseph Pel it boasted one whose name was 
a household word throughout the capital. 
There were certain peculiarities about Father 
Joseph ‘which made him a singularly in- 
teresting figure. He had the charm of 
mystery. Nobody knew who he was, or 
whence he came. He was attached to 
no church, and had no cure of souls. 
He had lived for many years in the same dingy 
rooms, and had worked with the same un- 
changing and unfaltering ene among the 

r, pot only of his own immediate vicinity, 
ut of Paris generally. He was at the call of 
the raggedest ruffian in the city, and obeyed 
a summons to the deathbed of the wretchedest 
pariah in Belleville or Charenton as readily as 
a bishop could have answered the mandate of 
a being. He lived in a garret, and spent many 
thousands of francs yearly in works of —- 
Perhaps the amount he disbursed in that fas 
ion was exaggerated by the voice of rumor, but 
there could be no doubt that it was consider- 
able, and no doubt either that much of it was 
hisown. When the fame of his good works 
ot abroad charitable people sent him more, 
Put that did not diminish the sum of his per- 
sonal almsgiving by a single franc per annum. 
Within the memory of men he had not once 
renewed the threadbare surtout, or the napless 
hat, which were his invariable wear. His 
drink was water, his food would-not have 
moved the envy of his poorest pensioner. 

It is not strange that the fame of such a man 
should get abroad, nor that it should provoke 
in those to whose ears it came the desire to 
know more of him than mere rumor could 
teach them. But those people whose only 
idea in intruding upon him was to gratify an 
idle curiosity, got little by theiraction. When 


they had penetrated into the dirty street off 


the rue de Seine and mounted the five flights 
of narrow and malodorous stairs which led to 
Father Joseph’s rooms, they found themselves 
confronted by a strongly built man whose only 
signs of age were the whiteness of his hair and 
the deep furrows in his face, who listened to 
compliments as if they had been insults, an- 
swered, or declined to answer their questions 
in the briefest possible form, took their money, 
if they offered it, with a nod or a curi word of 
thanks, and saw them outside his door with 
all possible despatch. Some fashionable recip- 
ients of this drastic treatment called Father 
Joseph an ill-bred bear, others charitably said 
he kept his tenderness forthe poor. As a mat- 
ter of fact, he had—or at least showed—no ten- 
derness for anybody, rich or poor. He benefited 
hundreds every year, and never spoke a kind 
word—or an unnecessary word of any sort—to 
oneamongthem. His fellow laborers amon 
the poor, who saw most of him, underst 
him least. He worked with untiring vigor in 
the alleviation of suffering and the relief of 
verty, and yet seemed devoid of any touch of 
uman sympathy with those he worked for. 
He was like a beneficent natural force, rather 
thanaman. He gave his time or money to all 
who stood in need of it, but the smile or the 
kind word which would have told trebled value 
of the gift, never. The man’s whole nature 
seemed composed of two radically different 
elements, a compassion to which no sorrow ap- 


pealed in vain, and a complete indifference to | 


human affection or gratitude. The received 
idea regarding him was that in his earlier 
years he had committed some appalling sin, to 
expiate which he had vowed himself to a life 
of solitary labor and unrewarded charity. The 


general acceptance of this theory completed a | 


certain strange glamor which dwelt about 
him. People feared and obeyed him, and he 
moved as securely at midnight in the lowest 
slums of Paris as the Emperor in broad day- 
light in the Palace of the Tuileries with all his 
gaards around him, 


One night in the winter of the year 1860, 
Father Joseph Pel sat alone in his sitting- 
room. A scanty fire burned in the grate, and 
its flickering tongues of flame illumined the 
discolored walls and ceiling left in shadow by 
the shaded lamp which shed its rays upon the 
little table at which the priest was seated, pen 
in hand, before a row of piled Napoleons and a 
handful of bank paper which 
occupied im counting. They represented the 
subscriptions for the coming month to the 
various charities of which he was the director. 
He had just veritied his calculation and en- 
tered the amount in his account book whena 
step approached the outer door, and paused 
there, ather Joseph's were the only rooms 
upon that floor, and he listened for the ex- 

ected summons for what seemed a long time. 

hen at last it came it was quick and tremu- 
lous, as though the hand which knocked did so 
in obedience to an urgent and yet long-delayed 
desire. The door being opened revealed the 
figure of a man, dimly visib'e in outline 
against the whitewashed wall of the staircase, 
faintly lit by a reflection from the roof of the 
street lamp outside the house, 

** Father Joseph Pel?” enquired the stranger, 
in a harsh-toned, panting whisper. 

‘‘Tam he, Your business?” 

**] will tell you that within.” Father Joseph 
stood aside for the stranger to enter, closed 
the door, and followed him to the sitting-room. 

** Well?” he asked in his usual curt fashion. 

‘*A moment,” said the stranger. ‘I am not 
come agen an affair of every day. Give me 

me, 

Unbidden, he drew a chair to the fire, and 
sitting beside it spread his hands to the blaze. 
Father Joseph resumed his seat and tilting 
the shade of the lamp so that the light fell full 
upon his visitor's face and left his own in 
darkness, bent a penetrating gaze upon the 
stranger. He was an elderly man of uncertain 
age, vigorous and alert, but a little bent, more, 
it seemed, by care than years. His gray hair 
fell in disorderly locks about a haggard face 
lit by wild eyes of a startling and unnatural 
brilliancy. He breathed quick and hard, as if 

be had been runni though he showed no 
sign of fatigue; his eyes traveled rest- 


e had been | 


Providence,” &c., &e. 
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lessly about the room like those of some wild 
animal in the toils, seeking a way of escape? 
Once or twice the restless eyes darted towaras 
the darkened face of the priest, and the 
tremulous lips opened as if to speak, but no 
sound escaped them. When at last he broke 
the sileace it was with a startling suddenness, 

* You area discreet man, Father Pel, more 
discreet, more silent, than even priests gen- 
erally are. I know so much of you by report, 
and it explains my presence here to-night. All 
priests hear strange stories, and learn strange 
secrets, but not many so strange as mine. Can 
1 trust you?” 

‘- The confessional is sacred,” said the priest. 
“Say what you will.” 

‘“*The confessional,” repeated the stranger. 
“Yes. Butitis not to you in your priestly 
capacity that Icome. I come to you because I 
must speak, because I must share with some 
human creature the hideous secret that I have 
carried in my heart, like a burning coal, for 
thirty years.” 

“‘T have power,” said Father Joseph, “‘ power 
granted me by the Church to absolve and par- 
don all repentant sinners.” 

* Repentance! Absolution!” repeated the 
stranger. “I know not myself ifI repent. I 
doubt the power of mortal man to absolve me 
of my crime. God help me and forgive me if 
sometimes I doubt if even His mercy can cover 
up such a wretch as I.” 

* Be assured it cannot,” said the priest, ‘‘if 
you reject the means of grace He offers. Re- 
pentance and confession, there lies your path 


to peace,” 
“Take it, then. as a confession, if you will, 
for I must speak.” ° 


He sat silent fora moment, gripping his fore- 
head with intertwisted fingers, and then, with 
a long, deep drawn groan, began his story : 

“It was thirty years ago when I came, a 
young man, to this city to study medicine at 
the schools hard by. I was a Swiss by birth, a 
native of the village of Hor, fifty miles from 
the French frontier. My father was a pros- 
perous man, kindly and generous, ard when, 
ten years before, his brother had died in 
poverty in Marseilles, ruined and heartbroken 
by unfortunate ve he had adopted 
his only child, a little girl of eight years old. 
Her name——” he paused, and seemed to re- 
sume his speech with difficulty—“‘ her name 
was Annette.” 

While speaking, he kept his eyes fixed upon 
the glowing coals in the grate. He did not 
notice that almost from the first word of his 
narrative Father Joseph had quitted the re- 
cumbent posein his arm chair which he had 
first assumed, and had fixed his eyes upon his 
face with a sudden look of questioning horror. 
At the sound of,the reluctantly spoken name 
the priest’s breath escaped him with a sudden 
gasp, and his hands tightened convulsively on 
the arm.pieces of his chair. Still, the visitor 
took no note, but after a short spell of silent 
staring at the fire, continued his story, as if it 
were traced in fiery characters in the coals,and 
he were slowly reading it. 

‘“*T was but two years her senior when she 
came to Hor—a mere child, as she was. We 
grew up together, side by side, like brother 
and sister, in the free mountain air. She was 
a pale, quiet, languid little thing when first 
she came, though very beautiful and to me, 
who had never seen a city-bred girl before, she 
seemed like a being from another sphere. ‘I 
was her playmate, her guide in our rambles 
through the mountains and I watched her grow 
and strengthen, and her pale face fill with 
healthy color, as a fond mother might have 
done. She never lost her quiet, grave manner, 
never grew like the girls native to the hills; 
there seemed always about her a gentleness 
and refinement such as I never saw in them. 
I don’t know how it came upon me, I cannot 
remember any exact moment when my heart 
first told me that my love for her was not the 
love of a brother for a sister. But that 
knowledge came, and with it the curse 
which has blighted my life. But for 
that unhappy passion I might now have 
| been what my father was before me, an 
ignorant, happy herdsman, knowing nothing 
of the world beyond my native hills. My love 
for Annette begot ambition. What had I, a 
coarse, ignorant peasant, to offer her in ex- 
change for her love? I read, I studied, for 
months I longed, yet did not dare to tell my 
| father my desire to go to Paris, to enter a pro- 
| fession, to raise myself out of the common life 
| he was content to lead. At last I could keep 
silence no longer. I told him. He laughed. 
| ‘Comme tu veux, mon garcon. Go, make thy- 
self a gentleman, but forget not thy old father 
at home.’ That very night I left Hor for 
Paris. I had not spoken of my love to Annette. 
| [dared not, but I thought of when I should 
| return, no longer an ignorant peasant, but 
| with a doctor’s diploma in my pocket, and a 
career to offer.” 
| He paused again, still with his uninvitin 
| gaze upon the fire. Father Joseph had out 
| back in his chair, but from under the heavy 
| hand which shaded them, his eyes dwelt with 
a steely glitter on the face of his guest. 

“I studied hard in Paris, and after six 
| months’ residence there knew scarcely more of 
| the city than the streets which led from the 
| School of Medicine to my lodgings. At the 
classes I made many acquaintances, but only 
one friend, a young Parisian, Eustache de 
Launcy. We lived in the same house, we had 
entered the schools on the same day, we were 
both indefatigable workers, we had our rooms 
|} and books in common. He was handsome, 

clever, the kind of boy who always ftindsa boy 
to idolize him. I was his idolator. I loved 
him as I loved nothing else in the world but 
| Annette. Hard student as he was, he was 
fond of pleasure too,and when his work was 
over would go to the houses of his friends, rich 
and titled people, and would have taken me 
too, but every hour spent apart from my books 
seemed to retard so much my return to An- 
nette, and I stayed at home and read while he 
amused himself. I worked so hard and 
showed myself so little pity that I fell ill, and 
was warned that only rest could save my 
reason, perhaps my life. Unwillingly I deter- 
mined to leave my studies and return to Hor. 
It was the time of the bi-annual holiday, the 
schools were breaking up, and I asked Eus- 
tache to accompany me. Almost as much to 
| my surprise as to my delight, for he was a 
| gentl-man and we were peasants with only 
rough fare and accommodation to offer him, he 
Pthink,” h 
“I think,” he went on, after another se, 
‘that the first month of that holiday wan the 
happiest time of my life. Annette was more 
beautiful than ever. She seemed proud and 
fond of me, Ihad Eustache with me, and in 
the young men of the district—some of them 
courted or tried to court Annette, but she kept 
them so perfectly at a distance that their 
clumsy attentions were matters for laughter 
rather than jealousy—I had constant reminders 
of the progress I had made in my year in Paris, 
I had been as coarse and as ignorant as they 
only a year ago. Blind ass, that I was!” he 
broke out, ina sudden explosion of rage, ‘I 
was happy. I thought the prize I coveted was 
in my hande, I did not speak, I dallied and 
coquetted with my happiness. 

“It came vpon me suddenly, without warn- 
ing, like a thunderbolt, that Eustache de 
Launcy loved Annette, and that she loved him. 
I was walking home up the mountain side in 
the moonlight when I saw them in front of me, 
so close that I could hear the murmur of their 
voices, distinguish their words. I stood roeted 
to {the ground, and saw them walk away to- 
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gether, with his arm embracing her and her 
head upon his shoulder. In all these wretched 
years I have passed no hour that has not been 
a torment, but among them all that night 
stands out, 

**T must have wandered many miles before, 
at dawn, I turned my face homewards, The 
house was built on the crest of an easy slope. 
Beyond it, for the distance of a mile, the ground 
fell gently away till it came to the edge of a 
yawning abyss, scarcely twenty feet wide at 
the lips, but widening as it descended. A 
thousand feet below rushed an impetuous tor 
rent, filling the whole space between the walls 
of rock. As I neared the homestead I saw 
Annette and Eustache walking in the direc- 
tion of the gulf. I had already started to over- 
take them, with what intention I hardly knew, 
unless it was to kill them both, when suddenly 
they paused, and a minute later I saw Eus- 
tache returning to the house and Annette 
walking on alone. I was hidden from view by 
a clump of trees, and, Eustache once out of 
sight, I followed the girl quietly and stealthily, 
and saw her enter a little thicket of firand 
pine. I knew where she was going—to a ledge 
of rock called the Chair of the Water-lady, 
almost overhanging the chasm. She had sat 
there many a day, while I Jay at her feet on 
the turf, and the tumbling torrent down below 
had made brave music for us. 

‘*T followed her, keeping among the trees 
and out of sight of the house, until she came 
to the —_ of the abyss and stood on the 
brink, looking down at the turbulent water, 
her slight figure outlined against the sky be- 
yond, and I stood at a little distance and 
watched her, for how long a time I do not 
know. When at last I moved towards her she 
turned at the sound of my footsteps on the 
grass. She blushed alittle. She had thought 
that it was Eustache returning. Then a look 
of surprise came into her face. My dress was 
disordered by my long night’s wanderings 
among rocks and brambles, and stained with 
mud and water and my face must have shown 
the emotion I felt. 

‘“** Jacques,’ she said, coming a step forward 
to meet me, ‘ you are ill?’ 

**T could not speak, my tongue seemed para- 
lyzed. Through all the storm of various feel- 
ings with which my heart was filled, through 
rage and despair, hatred of my rival, and rage 
at the woman I had loved and who had ignored 
my love, rose some nameless emotion which 
kept medumb. Had the place been different I 
might have found words wherewith to unload 
my heart, but the memory of the hours we had 
passed here together seemed—not to calm me 
—I think they made me only more furious—but 
to rob me of all power of speech, 

** As we stood silently confronting each other 
I saw her face change from its first expression 
of pitying concern to a look of growing fear. 
She mechanically retreated a ste I followed 
her. She was close upon the brink of the pre- 
cipice, with her back towards it. She stared 
at me silently, as if fascinated by my eyes, 
which never for an instant left her tace. At 
that moment a voice rose from the bush behind 
us, the voice of Eustache, singing. I knew the 
song, it was a favorite of Annette’s. She had 
sung it to me many a time on the spot of 
ground where we now stood together. The 
sound seemed to set free the chained devil in 
my heart. I saw again the scene I had wit- 
nessed the night before in the moonlight. A 
red flame seemed to blind my eyes, and before 
it had passed I was pees there alone, and 
had heard through the rushing of the torrent 
and the beating of blood in my ears, the sound 
with which Annette struck the water a 
thousand feet below. The voice, his voice, was 
close upon me as I darted back into the copse. 
He passed me s0 close that Icould have touched 
him with an outstretched hand. 

**That is my story, and for thirty years I 
have carried it,a hideous nightmare, in sil- 

| ence, till I felt that I must speak or die. No 
human eye beheld the act, the girl's body was 
never found. What suspicion could fall on 
me? Better if it had, and if the axe had fallen 
on my neck, better than to drag along this 
maimed and broken life, accursed and solitary. 
There has been no day in all these years that I 
have not prayed for death, and yet—such is 
the inconsistency of the human heart—I could 
have brought it and the forgetfuiness I crave 
by a word.” 

‘*In God's good time,” said Father Joscph. 
He rose, and walked with a heavy step to an 
escritoire at the other end of the room, un- 
locked a drawer, and returned with a minia- 
ture in his hand. He held it out, in a steady 
grasp, before the other's eyes. The effect was 
electrical. The man sprang tohis feet witha 
sudden shriek, 

“Annette!” After a moment of frozen 
horror he took the shade from the lamp. The 
light fell upon the priest’s face. ‘‘ Eustache de 
Launcy !” he cried. 

* Absol vo te!” said the priest, with a 
raised hand above the head of his visitor, who 
stood panting with horror. ‘*And now——” 
The hand gripped his throat with a sudden 
clutch of supernatural strength, till his 
eyes were bursting from his head. A gur- 
gling groan, a convulsive struggle, and he 
fell, hurled to the ground, and lay there 
without breath or motion. At that instant 
there was a sound of hurrying feet upon the 
stairs, succeeded by the beating of heavy hands 
upon the door, and the calling of frightened 
voices. Swiftly and silently the priest took a 
handful of the gold coins upon the table and 
scattered them about the hearth. He closed 
the lax fingers of the dead man on a handful of 
the notes, and then, stepping to the outer door, 
flang it wide. A little crowd of people rushed 
into the room. 

‘“*We thought you were being murdered,” 
said the foremost. ‘‘ We heard a shriek, a 
scuffle, and——” His eye fell upon the re- 
cumbent figure and the scatte coins, and 
he dropped to one knee upon the floor. ‘*My 
God |” he cried, “‘ he’s d Ag 

** His blood be on his own head,” said the 
priest. ‘‘Yousee!” He took the notes from 
the stiffening fingers and laid them on the 
table. ‘‘I slew him in defence of the funds of 
the Church, and of my own life. Remove the 
body.” 

THE END, 





Next week: A FaLsE ConcLusIoNn, by The 
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For Sunstroke. 
USE HORSFORD’S ACID PHOSPHATE, 
Dr. A. L. Zurker, Melrose, Minn., says: * It 
produced a gratifying and rewarkable regen- 
erating effect in a case of sunstroke,” 





A Dream of Life, 

All day, where the sunlight played on the 
sea-shore, Life sat. 

All day the soft wind played with her hair, 
and the young, young face looked out across 
the water. 

She was waiting—- 

She was waiting ; but she could not tell for 
what, 

All day the waves ran up and up on the sand, 
and ran k again, and the pink shells rolled. 
Life sat waiting ; all day, with the sunlight in 
her ores, she sat there, tin, grown weary, she 
laid head upon her knee and fell asleep, 
waiting still. 

Then a keel grated on the sand, and then a 
step was on the shore—Life awoke and heard 
it. A band was laid upon her, and a t 
shudder passed through her. She oiieel ua. 
and saw over her the strange, wide eyes of 
Love—and Life now knew for whom she had 
sat there waiting. 

And Love drew Life up to him. 

And of that meeting was born a thing rare 
and Sone 1eee Saree was it call 

The sunlight, when it shines u the merry 
water, is not so glad ; the rosebuds, when they 
turn back their lips for the sun’s first kiss, are 
not so ruddy, 

Its tiny pulses beat quick, 

It was so warm, so soft ! 


cheer, rememberin 


the famous Thirteen Club of New York. The Yours 
dinner began at thirteen minutes past eight. 
There were thirteen tables, and at each tabie 
there were thirteen guests. There were thir- 
teen courses, thirteen kinds of wine, thirteen 
toasts were given, and 
allowed for each toast. 
of the most gruesome character, Skulls, ime 
coffins, new moons, drawings ‘and statuettes i 
of black cate adorned the tables, Each lady 


WHITE AS SNOW! 
SURPRISE makes all 


Cottons, Laces—sweet pure white. 


SURPRISE makes colored goods 


brighter and Flannels softer. 


SURPRISE does not injure the 


finest Fabrics or tenderest hands. 


Linens, 


The peculiar and remarkable quali- 
ties of Surprise give these results; every 
cake is guaranteed. ‘‘ The proof of the pud- . 
ding is in the eating.” Simply ask your Gro- 
cer to put in one cake Surprise Soap 


the next time you buy READ THE DIRECTIONS 
Soap; then test it. ON THE WRAPPER 
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found a small glass coffin beside her plate, 
upon lifting the lid of which she found a tin 
scent bottle, the stopper of which was shape 
like a skull. Many prominent literary ladies 
and ladies in society were present on the occa- 
sion. 


It never spoke, but it laughed and played in 
the sunshine ; and Love and Life rejoiced ex- 
oe: 

Neither dared to whisper it to the other, but 
deep in its own heart each said : 

**Tt sball be ours forever.” 

Then there came a time—was it after weeks? 
was it after months? (Love and Life do not 
pone time)—when the thing was not as it 

ad been. The banner route. Onl ho t 

Still it played ; still it laughed ; still it stained | Chicago, 24 hours to se ee ue fe > 

its mouth with purple berries; but sometimes | gas City. Quickest and best route from Canada 





Wabash Line. 


the little hands hung weary, and the littleeyes | to the west. The only line running the Palace 
looked out heavily across the water. Reclining Chair Cars (seats free) from Detroit. 

And Life and Love dared not look into | Finest sleeping and chair cars onearth. Ask 
each other's eyes, dared not say: ‘‘ What ails | your nearest ticket agent for tickets and time 
one coat Shidnaied te tent: “Th lene re via this line. J. A. Richardson, Cana- 

: : an pass 
ing, it is nothing ; to-morrow it will laugh out Foreseo. AEE SSSR, SLATS MnO Cae, 
clear. 

But to-morrow and to-morrow came. 

They journeyed on, and the child played 
beside them, but heavily, more heavily. 

One day Life and Love lay down to sleep; 
and when they awoke, it was ges : only, near 
them, on the grass, sat a little stranger, with 
wide wide-open eyes, very soft and sad. 
Neither noticed it; but they walked apart, 
— bitterly. ‘‘Oh, our Joy! our lost Joy ! 
shall we see you no more forever ?” 

The little soft and sad-eyed stranger slipped 
a hand into one hand of each, and drew them 
closer, and Life and Love walked on with it 
between them. 

And when Life looked down in anguish, she 
aaw her tears reflected in its soft eyes. 

And when Love, mad with pain, cried out, 
‘“*T am weary, 1am weary! I can journey no 
further. The light is all behind, the dark is all 
before,” a little rosy finger pointed where the 
sunlight lay upon the hillsides. Always its 
large eyes were sad and thoughtful; always 
the little brave mouth was smiling quietly. 

When on the sharp stones Life cut her 
feet, he wiped the blood upon his gar- 
ments, and kissed the wounded feet with 
his little lips. When on the desert Love la 
down faint (for Love itself grows faint), 
he ran over the hot. san with his 
little naked feet, and even there in the desert 
found water in the holes in the rocks to moisten 
Love's lips with. He was no burden—he never 
weighted them; he only helped them forward 
on their journey. 

When they came to the dark ravine where 
he icicles hang from the rocks--for Love and 
Life must pass through strange drear places-— 
where, where all is cold and the snow lies 
thick, he took their freezing hands and held 
them against his beating little heart, and 
warmed them—and softly he drew them, softly, 
on and on. 

And when they came beyond, into the land 
of sunshine and flowers, strangely the great 
eyes lit up, and dimples broke out upon the 
face, Brightly laughing, it ran over the soft 
grass; gathered honey from the hollow tree, 
and brought it them on the palm of its hand ; 
carried them water in the leaves of the lily, 
and gathered flowers and wreathed them round 
their heads, softly laughing all the while. 

He touched them as their Joy had touched 
them, but his fingers clung more tenderly. 

So they wandered on, through the dark lands 
and the light, always with that little brave 
smiling one between chem. Sometimes they 
remembered that first radiant Joy, and whis- 

red to themselves : 

** Dh! could we but find him also!” 

At last they came to where Reflection sits, 
that strange old woman who has always one 
elbow on her knee, and her chin in her hand, 
and who steals light out of the past to shed it 
on the future. 

And Life and Love cried out : 

** Wise one! tell us: when first we met, a 
lovely radiant thing belonged to us—gladness 
without a tear, sunshine without a shade. Oh! 
how did we sin that we lost it? Where shall 
we go that we may find it?” 

And she, the wise old woman, answered : 

“To have it back again, will you give up that 
which walks beside you now? 

And in agony Love and Life cried, ‘‘ No!” 

“Give up this!” said Life. ‘“ When the 
thorns have pierced me, who will suck the 
— out? hen my head throbs, who will 
ay his tiny hands upon it and still the beat- 
ing? In the cold and the dark, who wil! warm 
my freezing heart?” 

And Love cried out : 

** Better let me die! Without Joy I can live; 
bess this Icannot. Let me rather die, not 
ose it !” 

And the wise old woman answered, “‘ O fools 
and b!ind! What you once had is that which 
you have now! hen Love and Life first 
meet, a radiant thing is born, without a shade. 
When the roads begin to roughen, when the 
shades begin to darken, when the days are 
hard and the nights cold and long—then it be- 
gins tochange. Love and Life will not see it, 
will not know it—till one day they start up 
suddenly, crying, ‘O God! we have lost it! 
Where is it? ‘They do not understand that 
they could not carry the loughieg thing un- 
changed into the desert and the frost and the 
snow. They do not know that what walks 
beside them still is the Joy grown older, The 
grave, sweet, tender thing—warm in the 
coldest snows, brave in the dreariest deserts— 
its name is Sympathy ; it is the Perfect Love.” 
— Olive Schrener. 





(an You Believe It? 


We know if is hard to believe, and yet it is 
true, that every day persons who ask for 
CaARTER’s LitTLe LIVER PILLS, have handed 
out to them something which looks like 
C-A-R-T-E-R-’.S, and yet is not. 

They are put up in a RED wrapper, and they 
closely imitate ‘‘ C-A-R-T-E-R--S” in genera} 
appearance. But it is a fraud!!! 

The unsuspecting purchaser who wants 
CarRTER’s LitTLE LIVER PILis because he 
knows their merit, and is sure of their virtues, 
goes home with a fraud and imitation in his 
pocket, 

HEED THE WARNING, 


Don’t be deceived and do not be imposed 
upon with an imitation of what you want. 
You want CArRTER’s LitrLe LIVER PILLs, be- 
cause you know their value and their merit. 
THey NEVER FAIL, 

When you go to buy a bottle of CaARTER'S 
LittLe LIVER PILts, ask for ‘*C-A-R-T-E-R’S,” 
be sure you get ‘‘C-A-R-T-E-R-’-S,” and take 
nothing but the genuine CARTER’s LITTLE 
LIVER PILLs, 
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TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 
MEDICINE 
the WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 


The public invited to investigate personally. Pamphlete, 
Testimonials and advice free. Ban or address Waa. 
Radam Microbe Miller Co., Limited, 120 King 
Street West, Toronto, Ont., sole owners and manufacturers 
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The patience of a stoic can be easily fretted 
by the acute, spasmodic pains of toothache, yet 
St. Jacobs Oil will cure the pain in a few 
minutes, surely and completely. It penetrates 
to the nerve and kills the pain, 








Bits of Philosophy. 


If you can’t have what at want, don’t want 
it. You can’t teach an old dog new tricks, but 
you can buy a young dog. cynic is a man 
who is disappointed because the world was ail 
made when he got here. Let us be of good 
that the misfortunes 
hardest to bear are those which never come. 


Certificate of Strength and Purity : 


CHEMICAL LABORATORY, 
MxrpicaL Facuury, MoGu Universrry. 
To the Canada Sugar Refining Company : 
is Somme 1 re taken and tested a sample of your 
A “Thirteen” Dinaer. saat per ste pa nena i's peel ope 
Ladies were invited to dinner on May 13 by | *94 good a sugar as can be manufactured. 
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dent, as he had a medical friend who was mak. 
ing a special study of it, and he could cram on 
that wae dea, Foe one to ae nee 
every nig or the double purpose of supply- 
ing himself with small talk of the shows and 
studying the dress of the men he saw come in 
with theater parties. 

He gorged himself with recent novels and 
magazine discussions, and, in fact, putin ten 
7 persistent work in preparing to fool the 
“old man.” 





















An Anarchist’s Night Off. 


*' Patsy's going to dine with the ‘old man.’” 
This information concerning Patterson, com- 
monly known to his friends as Patsy, created 
a sensation in the group of newspaper men 
who heard it. 

They were at supper—the welcome two or 
three o'clock in the morning supper of the da, 
jaborers in journalism, the men who erin 
wearily, wearily, and are seldom heard of by 
the outside world, 

Patterson was one of the group made up of 
the late men—the telegraph editors, night edi- 
tors, news editors, two or three night city 
editors, and men who had been doing late 
details, or writing late on special articles—men 
from all the morning papers. 

Patterson was indeed a conspicuous member 
of this party; it indul him in his cranki- 
ness, and that cemented him in the circle. 

Patterson was an anarchist. There was no 
doubt about that, for he declared the fact 

ugnaciously—he was against government. 
Flowever, he could—and upon instruction did 
—write convincing editorials exalting the 
everlasting necessity of law and order. 

He generally made himself anarchically 
drunk after much of such writing, and so, as a 
temperance measure, he had abandoned edi- 
torial and taken up special writing, in which 
he rapidly made himself popular on his paper. 

One day, after an especially good piece of 
work, the managing editor sent for him. 

Patterson affected a violent dislike of Mr. 
Rogers, the managing editor. In the first place, 
he represented the paper’s government ; next, 
he received a salary of $10,000 a year |—a crime 
in itself, Patterson contended, 

Little Tommy Paget, a disciple of Patterson 
and who did very about town stuff, 
argued that the story of Rogers’ $10,000 a year 
was a manifest fiction, because there was not 
so much money in the world. He had once 
seen the printers paid off, when a man from 
the business office took $1,800 in gold and 
silver up to the composing room, ‘and for any 
sane man to tell me there is more money in the 
world than that is absurd,” said Tommy Paget. 

Besides being a governor and a $10,000 a 
year man, Mr. Rogers was quite a swell in 
clubdom and popular in a very good set in 
society. This was hateful to the anarchist. 

‘““That was a very good story of yours this 
morning” said Mr, Rogers, in the hearing of 
half a dozen men. 

Patterson was silent. 

* Mes, noe and my daughter both spoke 
of it and liked it, and it’s always pleasant to 
hear women praise the paper. Get the women 
of a household in favor of your paper and you 
there have a steadfast subscriber,” 

** Very kind of you and the ladies,” growled 
Patsy. ‘* Anything special for me to-day?” 

* Yes. I want you to gotothe Moss estate 
trial, and when the shorthand man’s stuff is 
written out take it and lighten itup. By the 
way, Patterson, my wife would like to have 
you to dine with us some Sunday evening.” 

“* Very kind of her, but-—— ” 

**But you never ‘do the society act,’ you 
were going to say. Well, it'll do you good. 
Say a week from 4 

Mr. Rogers was smiling good-naturedly, a 
dozen men were waiting for orders on a Bundsed 
dozen things about the next > paper, and 
Patterson felt he would look foolish persistin 
in the refusal of such an invitation. 
his thanks and acceptance and left. 

* Patterson is going to dine with the ‘old 
man.’ Nothing else was talked about at sup- 
per that night. A society editor swore he 
would write it up in his Notable Events. 
Griggs, the paper’s sketched-on-the-spot artist, 
exhibited a drawing of Patterson in a dress 
suit ee a mob of wild-eyed anar- 
chists, and little Paget roared with delight 
at his own suggestion that Patsy should wear 
a red necktie and handkerchief. 

The subject of this chaff growled out that it 
would be paying enough for the privilege of 
being near the throne to have to lose one 
night’s work, and he'd be hanged if he'd wear 
a dress suit even if he could get one. ‘* What 
the ‘old man’ wants,” said he to his supper 
companions, ‘“‘is to exhibit a live crank, and 
I'll jest fool’em, I'll be more ofacrank than 
they like.” 

“Tne red tie! The red tie!” shouted Paget. 

** Yes, the red tie, and the wildest kind of 
anarchist talk,” continued Patsy; ‘if I am 
played fora freak to make an old man’s holi- 
day I'll just go him one more than he expects.” 

Patterson thought over this determination 
as he climbed the hills to bis room that night, 
and it did not please him, Atter all, he would 
be doing only what was expected of him and 
there was very little independence in that. He 
took out his old dress suit and putiton. The 
effect was more amusing than satisfactory. 
Not oaly was it a bad fit and mussy with the 
strangely mixed service it had seen in Patter- 
son’s two years at the Berkeley University, but 
it was so like the Tivoli waiters in cut that 
Patterson threw a towel over his arm and 
servei himself with a bottle of beer to complete 
the likeness. 

**It would be so much more fun to fool the 
a man’ the other way that if I could I 
wo r 

The next day Patterson sought a man he had 
become acquainted with through interviewin 
him, and had afterwards come to know well, , town tosupper with the boys. When Paget 
and like, despite the man's misfortune of | heard the story of how Patsy fooled the “ old 
wealth, man”—there was no mention of Fannie in the 

Newspaper men have few acquaintances | story—the poor little chap yelled with delight 
outside of their own ranks. Their hours of | and declared it was a better fake than the red 
labor and leisure would make it difficult, even | necktie. 
if their inclinations were less intensely clan- : ° ° ° . ° 
nish. Still, Patterson did meet and dine with “You see, Frank, there was some wisdom in 
Millionaire Barker often enough to keep upa| my sending Fannie in with your reformed 
friendship that had considerable warmth, anarchist—the handsome youn rascal—in- 

During their acquaintance Patterson had | stead of with Mr. Barker,” said Sass. Rogers, 
asked for no “favor” such as the millionaire | when the managing editor came home shortly 
was accustomed to grant with perfect good | after the following midnight ; ‘‘it brought Mr. 
natureand great frequency to scores of com-/| Barker around here this evening, and he will 
panions less agreeable than Patterson. ask you for Fannie to morrow.” 

Patsy always earned good pay. He wrote on ** And Fannie?” 
space, and having tremendous facility and ‘*Oh, she has been talking sentimental non- 
some ability, ground out vast quantities of | sense to-day about that Mr. Patterson, but we 
copy and sold most of it. So hedid not have | need not ask him here any more; let him 
to borrow, yet there never came a pay day | return to—anarchy.”—The Argonaut. 
when he could buy his dinner without first co 
lecting for his week's work. It never occurred 
to him that there was evidence of faulty econ- 
omics in the fact that his financial condition 
was exactly the same now as when his earn- 
ings were not one-fifth as much. His was the 
case of nearly every one of his companions. 
Mind you, I am not speaking of the great men 
onthe newspapers, but only of the unnamed, 
the soldiers in the ranks, the multitude of im- 
personals, who have not been long in their 
beds when you, sir, over your coffee; are read- 
ing their work and giving the praise or blame 
for it to “ the paper,” not the man. 

But this has nothing to do with the story. I 
felt in the mood for explaining that my friend 
Patterson was no more improvident than his 
kind, Do not be shocked. but the next day he 
— his friend Barker for credit with his 
tailor. 

Barker—-he was a young man—wrote some- 
thing on a letter head, put it in an envelope, 
addressed it to his or, and handed it to 
Patterson, with the remark : ‘ 

‘*Going to be married, Patsy?” 

“No,” he answered, *' perhaps some of us do 
get married when we have to get credit for the 
clothes we doit in, but I am even more to be 
congratulated ; I'm going to dine with the ‘old 
man,’ and I'm going to fool him,” 

“Tool nim?” 

** Yes; he wants to show his set a crank, and 
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**Emma,” said Mr. Rogers on that Sunday 
afternoon on his return from the editorial 
rooms to which he had just run down to see 
how things were going—** Emma, I am a little 
worried about Patterson. I know from the 
way that he lives that he saves nothing, and 
I'm half afraid he has no dress suit.” 

**Then,” replied Mrs, Rogers decidedly, ** he 
won’t come, I knew his people very well, and 
they were very nice. I went to school with 
his eldest sister, who married the New Yorker, 
and if he has any of the family traits you need 
not fear about his dress.” 

** But they were rich then and now Patterson 
—but from some jokes going around the office 
I fancy he will try and show off his crankiness, 
and, to tell the truth, I hope he will. He 
amuses himself by pretending to be an anar- 
chist and——” 

‘Frank dear, you dress fordinner, If he is 
a crank he is a well bred one and he will merely 
amuse us all.” 

Mrs. Rogers was well-bred herself, and put 
ny stress on that phase of fortune. She also 

ad an independent income equal to her hus- 
band’s salary and adopted a little air of 
authority, which you may have observed in 
wives who have independent incomes, 

The old man, the terror of his staff, obeyed 
the order to dress meekly enough, staying only 
to say: ‘‘ Whom will you send Patterson in 
with?” 

“ Fannie.” 

“Fannie? Really, dear, don’t you think 
that Barke——” 

“Mr. Barker needs a little discipline to 
remind him that he has not yet asked for the 
right to be always paired off with Fannie, and 
she can be trusted to keep your anarchist 
within reasonable bounds,” 


. o . 


If Patterson’s name had not been announced 
so disticctly, Mr. Rogers would not have known 
him when he entered the reception room. The 
wild, weird beard had gone with the mustache 
in the transformation, and the anarchist stood 
confessed in clean-shaven, strong, handsome 
face, in faultless dress from tie to shoe—self- 
possessed, quiet, suave. Mrs. Rogers gave a 
quick look of surprise from Patterson to her 
husband. The anarchist saw it and grinned 
inwardly. So far he had fooled the ‘‘ old man.” 

He was introduced to Fannie by mamma, 
and even before dinner was announced he and 
that charming young lady were in a most 
animated conversation about—nothing. He 
was progressing finely. 

Barker, from Mrs. Rogers’ side at dinner, 
was amoezed and delighted. He had ho to 
go in with Fannie, to be sure, but he took con- 
solation in regarding Patterson somewhat as 
his protege, and when he noticed the ever- 
widening circle included in the listeners to 
Patterson’s rattling smal! talk, he determined 
to be wholly unselfish and assist the success. 

Barker was a clever man, and, besides, had 
an intimate knowledge of Patterson, so he was 
able to adroitly force the outside talk into the 
anarchist’s circle, and had the satisfaction of 
finding that surprising young man the ac- 
knowledged center of the whole table’s anima- 
tion. 

Rogers aione seemed outside the charm. As 
he observed his onan manifest delight in 
the new guest he glanced with furtive alarm 
at his wife and Barker. Everything appeared 
serene in that quarter, yet Rogers felt resent- 
ful—at what, he hardly knew. He tried once 
to trap Patterson into turning his crank by an 
allusion to anarchy made directly at the young 
man. 

“*Oh, I went in for anarchy myself once,” 
said the intrepid Patsy, lightly; ‘“‘but the 
difficulty of finding any one who understood 
what I was after bored me, and I dropped it. 
Anyway, fads should be treated as temporary 
expedients for entertainment, and when they 
are in the nature of an ism they should not be 
given much serious thought, unless by the 
way, it is hypnotism. Now, amedical friend of 
mine—” and ina moment Patterson had the 
whole company listening to stories of strange 
experiments in hypnotism. 

His success lasted all the evening. 

After dinner there was music, and Patterson 
sang with Fannie—the beggar had a melting 
baritone voice. He even managed a tete-a-tete 
with that winsome young woman, and the 
exhilaration of his success gave a tender 
tremor to the nothings he said, and—well, 
Fannie was young, and I have said he was 
handsome, 

Poor Patsy! He sat along time in his room 
that night, still in his soft, clinging dress suit. 
He hated to take it off. He was another man 
in it; he almost felt that he had a right to 
think of Fannie so long as he retained the con- 
ventional garb that was a part of his evening's 
experience. 

He changed his dress slowly and went down 
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The Hamilton Steamboat Co. are this season 
giving the citizens of the sister cities splendid 
service. One cannot spend a pleasanter day on 
blue Ontario than on the staunch Macassa or 
the beautiful Modjeska. ; 





The only man who can comfortable enjoy a 





I'm going there as a drawing-room model Suc- | short pipe. 
ay week.” 
ker laughed. ‘‘ Then I shall see you, for 
Tu ba there.” Arabian Wisdom 

* Will you? Oh, by the way, you dine there Here are five Arab maxims, which have 
often—what’s their eo?” underlying them a bedrock of trath : 

Patterson talked a long time with his friend Never tell all you know, for he who tells 
about the Rogers’ dinners, and went away | everything he knows often more than he 
sherenemy posted om the people he would | knows. 
probably meet, what tiny talked about and Never attempt all you can do, for he who at- 
their presert fads. He learned for one thing | tempts every he can do often attempts 
that that set was just then interested in hyp- | more than he can 


o, 
notism, which be considered a fortunate acci- Never believe all you may hear, for he who 


believes all that he hears often believes more 


than he hears. 


Never lay out all you can afford, for he who 
lays out everything he can afford often lays 


out more than he can afford. 


Never decide upon all you may see, for he 
who decides upon all that he sees often decides 


on more than he sees, 





Hard Lines. 


Miss Alabaster Wooltop—W’'at’s you gwine 


to wear to de Coonviile ball ? 


Miss Lily Snowflake—I dunno yet, an’ dat’s 


w’at makes me so anxious, 


Miss Alabaster Wooltop—Why, ain’t you 


done got yo’ shrimp pink? 
Miss Lily Snowflake (contemptuously)—Dat 


Ihas; but my mistress she done got one de 


same color.— Judge. 








Would Have the Desired Effect, 


First Chicago Woman—Mrs. Lakefront was 
here to-day and she inveighed terribly against 


the divorce evil in this city. 
Second Chicago Woman—Shall we cut her in 
society ? 
First Chic 


Judge. 








Too True! 


White lies are said to be innocent ; but any 
man who lies for fun, after a while will lie 


for wages. 





Books and Magazines. 





An interesting and seasonable little book is 
Fishing and Shooting on the Canadian Pacific 


Railway by the well known Canadian journal. 
ist, now editor of Oufing, Mr. E. W. Sandys. 
Mr, Sandys’ sporting sketches are well known 


to the readers of SATURDAY NIGHT, and the 
book is well illustrated. Another interesting 


book uniformly gotten up is Summer Tours 
on the Canadian Pacific Railway, also well 
illustrated. 





Mr. C. A. Fleming, the principal of the Nor- 
thern Business College, Owen Sound, has pub- 
lished a valuable work entitled The Laws of 
Business, The usefulness of the work is best 
summed up in Mr, Fleming's own words: ‘I 
need not draw attention specially to the desir- 
ability of having this subject taught in the 
colleges and schools of this country, as you 
have no doubt discovered that such work as 
this furnishes just as good a mental training 
as algebra or classics and is much more useful 
afterwards to the ordinary citizen.” 





The latest novel of W. Clark Russell’s is one 
in his well known and charming style entitled 
My Danish Sweetheart. Russell's sea stories 
are commendable to everybody, no matter what 
his age or sex. [William Bryce, Toronto. 
Paper, 50c.] 





To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will address—Oorrespondence Columns 
Satrurpay Nieur Office.) 

Correspondents desiring graphological studies are re- 
quested to observe the following rules: 1. Quotations 
are not studied. 2. Postal cards are not studied. 3, 
Small clippings from letters are not studied. 4. Only one 
enclosure can be sent us with each letter. 5. Letters are 
answered as nearly as possible in their turn. By noticing 
and adhering to these rules editor and correspondents will 
be saved a great deal of trouble. 








Sunsuins.—I cannot repeat character delineations. 


RosrBay.—-I delineated your character very meagrely in 

per of June 20th. Had you sent a better study I should 
| os 29 made reply more complete. 

Potty Horxiws.—Writing shows some imagination, some 
talent, rather a disposition to despond than hope and to 
magoify trouble ; probably sympathetic and constant in 
your effections. 

Maraery.—Not a strong character ; disposed to lean on 
others, yet with very good showing of conscientiousness, 
ideality, gentleness and kindness; lacks order, decision 
and nervous energy. 

A. Pressus —Unless of exceptional merit stories are not 
paid for—short, interesting and well put together, they are 
usually acceptable. I quite agree with your sentiments 
about the substantial recompense. 

GwsnvoLins —Some energy, carelessness, rather perse- 
vering, not afraid of criticism, but not over fond of study, 
lacking judgment and is to needless fauit-finding, 
lacks tact, poetry and higher culture. 

Nemo.—Writing shows tenacity and perseverance, great 
impulse well coatrolled, a little self-will, rather a broad 
and impartial judgment, a generous and buoyant naturc 
well-fitted to cheer others and sustain a great deal of worry. 


Beatrics.—Writiog shows slight selfishsness, some 
honor, carelessness of a. not much sympathy, 
nor generosity, rather strictly just and a little disposed to 
harshness. You can see fun where fun is and are hopeful. 


Hantz.—1l. Writing shows perseverance, some percep- 
tion, enjoyment of fun, geniality of manner and rather a 
kind and generous nature. You area fluent but careless 
speaker, and rather fond of number one. 2 I really car- 
not tell. 3. I don’t know what you mean by a sport; have 
always fancied it wae something not very desirable. 


Miperr.— Writing shows some ideality, but lack of order 
and proportion, good impulses and desire for approbation. 
li ia not a very finished or cultivated hand. Shows good- 
temper and social instincts. Probably writer is an effec 
tionate friend and constant, though not the sort of nature 
to win general regard, lacking tact and that readiness of 
speech and thought necessary. 

Pavuuine VasHer.—I found your little verses very sweet 
and well expreased. I took the very great liberty of alter- 
ing one word. Do you object to their being published? If 
not I’d like to use them. Writing shows some ideality, 
much decision of character, some sense of humor, good 
temper, constancy, fondness of pleasure and enjoyment of 
the goods of life. Shall be glad to hear from you again. 


Berrin.—Writing shows decision, sometimes marred by 
want cf thought, some spice of temper, lack of ease and 
grace in manner, self-will and disposition to judge others 
rather harshly. This isthe truth and no flattery. I can- 
not flatter graphologically. Good perception, desire for 
approbation, energy and some talent, an affectionate but 
rather repressive nature and a love of honesty and sincerity. 


Parours.—Sorry you were obliged to wait until your 
hurry was over. Writing shows fun and rather a clever 
fancy, great sense of beauty and some intuitive percep- 
tion, a disposition to romantic and unpractical dreamings, 
controlled by a strong love of the world and the things 
that are in it, a pretty little will of your own, and a com- 
fortable way of looking through the clouds and finding the 
gun. 

Lrona.—Your writing shows candor, desire of praise, 
some proneness to depend on others, sudden fmpulse and a 
love of your own sweet way. You are not buo ant or hope- 
ful by nature, but conscientiously try todo what ls right. 
I fancy you are a little nervous and ‘* uncertain coy ani 
hard to please.” You don’t take lifs as ee you might, 
and you are a little given to imagining evils which don’t 


often materialize. 

L. &. T.—1 strongly developed, high and exalted 
views and some mirth, reserve and impatience 
of control. You would fret under the strain of ciroum- 
submitting. I fancy you are 
affectionate, fond of approbation and ey most lov- 
able to those eee <a neds ek will 

robably ripen mprove as the world ru’ you, 
though it ie very attractive as it is. 

Lis V.—Writing shows uncertain temper, decision, 
tenacity. administrative ability. . I Lew f you are in 
oh of any enterprise you run it aco to your own 
plane and n successful. You have decided likes and dic- 
likes and opinions and are able and willing to accept re- 

nsibilitv, have strong energy and good judgment. Am 
ad you like our paper and also to number you among my 
paper friends as you call them. Write again. 

W. H. C.—1. Write to the Canadian Institute, Toronto, 
Ont. 2. Ido not know if the cola is of any great value. 
The authorities at the Institute could doubtless inform 
you, Enclose them a stamped and addressed envelope for 
reply. 3. Writing shows mirth and buoyancy of nature, 
some talent b.t rather marred by carelesaness ; perseve- 
rance and some energy, justice rather than generosity. 
Writing ts clear and legible, but lacks finish ard grace. 


Sonata.—I ‘prefer languages. They don’t depend on 
anything but yourself for their use or display, you 
get more good from them, at less expense in time and 


money ; however, it mainly on which you have the 
qrenee taleat for. Your writing shows facilty of expresion 
and ease of manner eome carelessness of but decided 
ability, good energy and breadth of thought. I think 
you are i ent hopeful and probably more of a musi- 
cian than a linguist. 

A Quastionsr —I should have let him go with her, and 
consoled myself by some remarks, both 
own mind which wouldn't have been complimentary to him. 
T can see the mark of the ‘dear Questioner, but 
believe me, itie never worth white to be ushappy over 
such masculine cuweedness Why didn’t you ask him what 
he wanted to go for and particularly why he was 80 anxious 













0 Woman—No; I shall whisper 
it about quietly that she is guilty of heresy.— 


He gave you such a splendid opportunity. 


would be undignified and unwise. 
friendshi 
tures. 

your photo might be exhibited before deciding. 2. No. 


stincts. 


place. 


like you well and 


phases enough to make them interesting. 


Monica AND Puk WupJ1ns.—These studies are very simi- 
lar in general characteristics. Both show hopefulness and 
love of beauty and art. Monica has the greater strength 
of character and energy, though even she is not noted for 
Both show care for detail, con- 
scientiousness and amiability. Monicais the more enter- 
prising of the twain, and Pukwudjies the more constant 
persevering. Both have agreeable manner and are 
2. Monica might try the onion pre- 
paration for her hair, or the light anoiting of coal oil well 


either in a marked degree. 
and 
kind and judicious 


rubbed in. They are better than they smell. 


Corstant Reaper (Morrisburgh.)—Writing shows good 
perception and rather a clever nature, lacking the control 
Writer is rather ex- 
travagant in some ways, probably sees swans in the geese 
of his own farm yard, but is not exactly conceited about 


of deliberation and good judgment. 


himself. 
and rash, his impulses are not lowering. 
could tell a story well and trim it u 
would perhaps be careless of his cas! 


likeable indeed. 


Copy.—Writing shows good temper, truthfulness, some 
sense of humor, adaptability, artistic taste, generosity, 
some ideality, a rather Lopeful nature, good judgment. 
You have decided views and opinions, which you can 
= in persuasive style, ard I should be inclined to 
" y I am sure you 
like pretty things, and enjoy art and probably music. 
You are not conceited enouvh to hurt, but have a due 
sense of your own worth, which I am happy to be able to 
I think you would probably be a successful man- 
ager, and not afraid of undertaking a large amount of re- 
sponsibility. Your writing makes a most agreeable study. 

A Doe Lover.—Your very contradictory epistle quite 
puzzles me. In one place you say: ‘‘I never believed any- 
one could tell character by handwriting,” and immediately 
after that your friend’s ‘‘was true to the letter.” Your 


rther credit yon with a winning address. 


confirm. 


temerity in suggesting what my personal appearance may 
be is only equalled by the magnitude of your mistake. 


Your are certainly correct in thinking that I would dislike to 
What 


have threads and pieces of paper adhering to me. 


on earth should they adhere for. I’m not a porus plaster 


nor a fiv paper, and I don’t perform my abulitions in muci- 
ave read In the Golden Days and also The 


lage! 2. 1 
Talisman, the latter long before you were born, I fancy, 


and Iam extremely fond of poetry, hom pathically ad- 
3. Foran answer to another cf your endless 


ministered. 
questions I refer youtoE ©. M. 4. The traits you say I 
overlooked in your delineation nature has overlooked in 
yourself Thanks for the vignette enclosed, and please 
convey my sincerest condolences to the Argus-eyed. I 
think with you on her hands she won’t have much leisure 
time. You are aechoolgirl of the deepest dye. Would you 
mind telling me where you are being educated. 


E. C. M.—Writing shows great tenacity of purpose, 
patience, order and some hopefulnese. i am afraid the 
second quality has been fully tried, my dear correspor.- 
dent, but your letter got slipped out of sight and missed 
ite turn for an answer. Pray forgive me. Your are fond 
of truth and honesty, and are cautious and reliable in your 
dealings both in word and deed. The speculative and 
visionary nature fiuds its opposite in you. I don’t think 
you are particularly effusive nor amiable, nor do you think 
yourself the cleverest man on earth. 2. I don’t guess at 
anyone’s character, my dear boy. I take the different 
characteristics shown in the writing, according to correct 
grapbological rules, and after balancing them and setting 
them in order I generally manage to give a sketch which is 
recognizable. The reason I insist upon original matter is 
because, in copying, one’s pen is hampered and one’s 
waiting a little formal, just asin reciting one’s tone is al- 
ways a little different to one’s ordinary tone. Now, there’s 
an answer which has been often asked for, and I only give 
it to you because Iam penitent over having overlooked 
your letter. By all means write again if yon like. 

SwesTusart.—Lady Gay thanks you for the little flower. 
It brought just as sweet a message as if your name and ad- 
dress had come with it. Your writing shows ideality and 
some love of fun, a keen appreciation of beauty, and 
pleasure in sweet sounds, some love of scciety but not 
perhaps those showy traits calculated to make you con- 
spicuous in it. Judging from your writing I should not 
credit you with a dangerous temper. I think you are 
rather self-contained and very much your own mistress 
both in word ordeed You have rather a peculiar nature, 
and you do :’t care to bs crossed or disappointed. You are 
not just always the same and are apt to tire of people, 
though you are not wilful or impulsive enough to be 
actually capricious. I think you are not prone to em- 
broider your statements with any airy imaginings. Your 
writing is ly unsympathetic, while at the same time 
it ie sdunirab’ le and most legible. You are not very hope- 
fal nor given to theorize or build the faintest trace of a 
castle inthe air. I am sure Don will be pleased that his 
Mexican letters gave you pleasure. Your letter would 
have been answered whatever its contents. I never do 
as you insinuate and destroy my letters without giving 
any reply. I shall be very glad to hear from you when you 
feel like writing. 








DIAMOND VERA GURA 





CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDICESTION 


If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 
box to 

CANADIAN DEPOT 


44 and 46 Lombard St. 
TORONTO. = - ONT. 











become listless, fretful, without ener- 
gy, thin and weak. Fortify and build 
them up, by the use of 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


OF PURE COD LIVER OIL AND 
HYPOPHOSPHITES 
Of Lime and Soda. 


URE OF COUGHS OR COLDS, IN BOTH 


THE OLD AND YOUNG, IT 18 LED. 
Virapber? atvall Druggists, 0c,” and 


Te 
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to get rid of you? I'd have made him sorry in your place ! 


Scorca Lassts.—1. Indisoriminate bestowal of your photo 
In cases of mutual 
and esteem I see no objection to exchange pic- 
ou should think a littie where he lives and where 


should er joy doing so, but I cannot reserve sufficient space 
here. Writing shows a dainty taste, and a calm and even 
temper, great sympathy and tact, some hope and conscien- 
tiousnees, liking for life’s good things, and some social in- 























Deacon.—Sorry your sanctity had to wait so long for an 
Your writing shows good perception and propor- 
tion, caution and care, come impulse and enough persever- 
ance to carry ordinary affairs, but not enough for a tough 
I think you don’t always make your bed as soft 
and easy as ycu might, and you are sometimes a little 
cranky. The most amiable and pleasant of manners with 
good self-esteem is your strong point, and I dare say people 
ong. Your disposition and character 
are not monotonous whatevea eise they are, but present 


Is not fond of groaning over the inevitable, 
rather cf an optimistic tendency, and though impulsive 
I should say he 
rather attractively ; 
and apt to pay too 
dear for bis whistle, but on the whole a character very 


Hardened. 


Irate poet—Look here, sir; what do you 
mean? Iwrote: “I kissed her under the 
silent stars,” and you have printed it “I 
kissed her under the cellar stairs.” 

Calm proofreader—“ Ah! Is that so? Yes, 
it does look like that, doesn’t it? Well, my 
dear boy, you ought not to bother so much 
about these unimportant details. We got the 
main fact all right, didn’t we?” 





We Will Tell You How to Save a Few Dol- 
lars Travelling to New York. 

You have a beautiful sail across the lake by 
the staunch steamer Empress of India, which 
leaves Geddes’ wharf at 3.40 p.m, dail y, except 
Sundays, connecting with the Erie Railway 
solid train from Port Dalhousie, costing only 
og ; Toronto to New York, round trip, $18.20. 

ou can also leave via Grand Trank at 
1,10 p.m., 4.55 p.m, and 11 p.m. On the 4.55 p.m. 
train the Erie run a handsome vestibule Pull- 
man sleeper, Toronto to New York. Dining 
cars attached to all trains for meals. For 
tickets and full information apply to agents 
Empress of India and Grand Trunk. S. J. 
Sharp, 19 Wellington street East, Toronto. 





Sarah Bernhardt as Jeanne d’Aro. 





THE DIVINE SARAH 
WRITES A LETTER. 


DEAR MapAM,—The Recamier Preparations 
are the perfection of toilet articles. Please 
send me without fail, to-morrow, two dozen 
assorted for immediate use. 


SARAH BERNHARDT, 

To Mrs. Harriet Hubbard Ayer. 

RECAMIER CREAM fashionatic oman 
fashionable woman 
and prominent act- 

ress all over the world. It is the only known 

preparation whose merits are attested to by 
physicians. It will preserve your youth, re- 


move all blemishes, and not only make but 
keep your face smooth and fair. 


Price $1.60 per Jar 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him 
order for you, or order yourself from either of 
the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manufac- 
turing Company, 374 and 376 St. Paul street, 
Montreal, and 50 Wellington street East, 
Toronto. For sale in Canada at our regular 
New York prices, 


AMERICAN 
FAIR 
334 Yonge Street, Toronto 





Received this week : Porcelain- 
lined preserving kettles, best made; 
eleven sizes, 2 qts. up_to 18 ats.; 
price 34c. each up to $1.14; usu- 
ally 50c. up to $1. Porcelain and 
nickel-lined boiling and cooking 
dishes of the best makes at about 
one-half usual prices. 

Gem jars, best State made flint 


glass goods; pints, $1.03; qts., 
$1.00; 2 qts., $1.39 per doz Camping supplies at most 
popular prices. Folding tables, $124 and $1.48, worth $2 
and @250 Large tumblers, 460. per doz. A new arrival 
of the celebrated granite ironware, all sizes preserving 
kettles, tea and coffee pots, wash batins, cups, etc., at 
about half usual cost. Nine ft. trunk straps, 1} in. wide, 
392., worth 50c. A good assortment of dog collars, 3c. up 
to 443.; usually 102. to #1. Shawl and book straps, 8c. up 
to 34c.; usually 15c. to 50c. Lunch baskets, covered, %c., 
12¢., 150., 17¢., 19c, and 22c. Chip clothes baskete, 
25c. to 290. Peeled white willow, 59c. and 790. The best 


clothes wringer made, fully warranted pure white rubber 
rolls, largest family size $2 99 
price list, sent free on application. 


W. H. BENTLEY. 


Get our catalogue and 


FOR SALE AT ALL 


OLNOYOL Ni S2HO1S DNIOVS1 





ASK FOR THEM. 





DUNN'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


SUPPLIES A DAILY LUXURY. 
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MEDICAL, 


D® Cc. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Homeopathist and Medical Electrician 
Asthma, Een St. Vitus Dance, Diabetes, Ungina 
ralgia, 


Vour Picture Free| 72 MERCHANTS RESTAURANT | NEW DENTAL OFFICE 





acl rated Hon, G. W. ALLAN 
“1086 jen 


TORONTO President. 





This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 





ar -room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- (Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 






SER | A l0 | will give absolutely free with | tally arranged and choice while the WINES and LIQUORS | kind in this country in the perfectness of its fittings, eto., | pectoris, Neu bbyapeata, Coustepalion aed all chediie 
qh R A every dozen ot our cabinets a large are the cn eT MONGAe Ranken as well as comfortable accommodation. aan a cane lide toe one 
OF MUSic size Crayon Picture of yourself. “PHOMAS MOFFATT —~OC«~C«~CS«S «ata Life Assurance’Building, King St, Weest | womb cured. ‘Treatment new and pleasant. 
SPECIAL SUMMER NORMAL SESSsION| Don’t miss this opportunity. T Sin: uihaie Meine tad Wie Office houre—9 a.m. to 9 p.m. R, SPILSBURY—Diseases of Throat, 
Begins July 2 and Cleses August 28 Ine : raere OOots ntsc eines Sea 
tees for 00: ‘page calender for season 1990.91. LYON’S "°sfSoI0°|, good ft guaranteed, Prices moderate, Strictly tret-oles, |-[ “iLL ADMINISTER, THE “VITALIZED AIR” OR | _Congultation hours: Oto il um. and 240.4 p.m 
NW Ae Tens Burees and Wilton Aveane. Oor, Yonge and Gerrard Streets 145 Yonge Street, Toronto sad applies oaly 60 those geitieg’ is phen. Hewember: | Le YOUNG, L-R.C.P., London, Bog. 













** Air or Gas,” and extracting ey free. Best teeth 
W. L. FORSTER on rubber, $8 ; on celluloid, $10 


crue rms ssvcct’ ARTIST |HOMGOPATHIC PHARMACY |C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


AMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A. Keeps in stock Pure Homeopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
H SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- Saesens, 908 pees, Pere See a Milk Globules. DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
son monuments, Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio | Booke and Family cine Cases from $i to $ ere 


Physician and Surgeon 


Residence 145 College Avenue, Hours 12 til 
8 p.m., and Sundays. Telephone 3499. 

Office 26 McCaul Street, Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7till9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


R. EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHURCH 
Street. . 
Consultation ltoip.m. In a Electricity 
and Massage a specialty. Telephone 934 


OHN B. HALL, M.D., gat and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPATHIS 
Specialties—Diseases of Children ond Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


Please mention this paper. 






















12 Lombard Street, Toronto. for Medicines and Books . fae attended to. Send for ; DENTIST 


UNBEAMS ee ee 
ras cee sciiiicii laid McCAUSLAND & SON’S Corner College and Yonge Streets 


Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 






Pamphlet. THOMPSON, Pharmacitst. 
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MARRIAGE LICENSES, 


















172 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store TORONTO 





MER TERM of five weeks will be held, commencing July 
: — August 6. 2 lications should be sent in before 
7 July 1 . TORRINGTON, Director, 

4 12 and 14 Pembroke Street. 


yi O. FORSYTH Studied the Piano 
; e with the great German teachere—Krause, Rut- 
; hardt and Zwintcher ; theory with S. Jadassohn, Schreck, 
e Richard Hofmann (ot Leipsic) and Dr. Paul Kleugel of 

Stuttgardt. Teaches but two subjects—piano playing and 
ta theory. Every care given to piano pupils, both profes- 
tj : yi sional and amateur, and the most —_- methods taught 

i 





Sunbeams 81 per dos. IMPORTATIONS LCS 
H. SEFTON AMUEL REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
sear BP F. wet sean ease wo'encee” | ana Wea | |Savenetgestt 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. DENTIST I ayhe Bae ae Rastonoe, $58 Dushanes Bieeot P. 
Ji 4 
Musical chemtian ta ak tpteamaen SPECIAL SUM- 7 8 K l N G ST R L 2 T Ww EB ST a Weatiead ie il “SOLICITED TENN: 


J "- LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 


Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


GE>°. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licensee 
Ceurt House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


RIGHT HON. 


Sir Joho A. Macdonald's 


FUNERAL MARCH 
By Chas. Bohner...... Price 40c 
"VARSITY SCHOTTISCHE 


By 8. D. Schultz...... Price 350 
Avery pretty and popular schottische 
























in developing a perfect technique, interpretation and style. 
Terento College of Music or 112 College Street. 


S. H, CLARK 


iy ELOCUTIONIST 


: (Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
bie | PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 
aki 68 Winchester Street - - Toronto 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organiste, London, Eng., 
and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. 
¥ fir. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
% musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO ¢ COLLEGE OF MUSIC. 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 
A. Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
ermany vv 0 and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 


Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


LOYD N. ‘WATKINS 
303 Church Street 
Thorough instruction on Banjo Guitar, Mandolin and 
Zither. 
WALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 

























We carry everything found in a 
firet class music house, and all the 
most PorpuLaR VoeaL and Instrv- 
MENTAL Music carried in stock- 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
158 Yonge St., Toronto 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming season, at 
moderate prices. 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street Toronte 
Between York and Simove Streets. 


Artistic Millinery 
THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St West 
(First floor—opp, Mail Office.) 
Are now prepared to show a complete assortment of Spring 
importations in aoe Feathers, Laces, Pattern 
Hats, Bonnets, etc. 


MRS. A. BLACK, wa. 
MILLINERY 


See our complete and wel) 
assorted stock for this season. 
Latest and leading styles, 
newest designs. Artistically 
fashioned to meet the re- 
quirements of each customer. 
Dress and Mantle 

Making Our Art 

Perfect fit, combined with 
elegant style and fine work. 
Leave orders early to ensure 
prompt attention. 


tar ht dal 7 oe N 
ug = our New 
Tailo Bend for il- 
ay ge Induce- 
mente to agents. 




























Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
§ Buchanan St., and Toronte College of Music 


WHITBY, ONT. 
















Teachers’ Certificates and University work up to the 
third year provided for in the regular course. 







A thorough Conservatory of Music, and fully equipped 
schools of Art, Elocution and Commercial branches. 


ee | Apply to PRINCIPAL HARE, Ph. D 


e THE LEADING 
: ALMA *" 

: COLLEGE 
‘ FOR YOUNG WOMAN 


ST. THOMAS, ONT. 


Over 200 Students 


Addrees— PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, B.D. 
MISS VEALS’ 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR YOUNG LADIES 
50 and 52 Peter Street, Toronto 
Covrses or SrtpY — English, Mathematics, Classics, 
Modern Lapyages. Superior advan’ 3 in Music and 
Art Resident native German and Frenc qengheus. Home 
care and refinement combined with discipline and thorough 
mental training. 


WANTED 















Lost. 







Established 1860 
J. & A. CARTER, 372 Yonge St. . Toronto 
—— ee 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor ‘System of Cut- 
ting popeeved and 
Simplified 
COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 


MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 
Waist Linings and Dresses Cut 


CORSETS 
made to order. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. 


426 1-2 Yonge St. 









mgs 





inh tpemparst: 3 





or Semmegmessese 
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(Just south of College) 
100 Ladies and Gentlemen ; JAMES PAPE 
Rane WALKIN . on 
zo ta Ketbecigs, igre. wentukwineerronevre || _<<2—2i— Remincton |PLORAL ARTIST 





TyPeWIING | rere wit ven arper trade than ever 


AND 


Shorthand, Bookkeeping $500,000 202 22 Mortgage—amall and large 


Three doors north of King Street. 













; TO TAKE lead to Variety, Sty! le. Durabitits, HON FRANK SMITH. ” valuation fee eaaors, STANDARD pikecieiien | toe Weafings and and Evening Parties. Funera? 

| Lucrative Positions in Offices |e ow Size yoshi penis Ne, | TYPEWRITER| TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 
— 1400 pupils attended this echool during past four H. & c BLACHFORD YOUNG x 
**The entire charge until proficient is 25. 87 and 89 King THE J. DING UNDERTAKER The Leading Fdueational Institutions Empress of India 






Street East 


Lowe’s Commercial Academy} “rerun. 


346 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, are adopting the Romiaghes to the exclusion of all 
TELEPHONE 679. other Typewriters. 
as ‘ Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 






Daily at 7.30 a.m. and 3 40 p.m. from Geddes’ Wharf, for 
St. Catharines, Niagara Falls, But- 
falo, New York 


and all points east. Tickets at all G. T. R. and Emprese 
Ticket Offices. Very low rates to Excursion parties. 






ae = a ed aera | tice or office work. GEORGE BENGOUGKH. 


PY Ve 






STAMMERING ce METHOD Shoes for Teachers 


| _—_—_ Se Serva rent erenin Oot Boots for Teachers 
| —- Concerning the Sick !}-—~--~:<s.—~--| RagaSSTEIS Te GOODS. SK 


Telephone 1207. 4 Adelaide Street Weet, Toronto. 










INTENDING TO HAVE THEIR 


ane Lins 





AT 328 YONGE STREET FROM 
From DR. OLDRIGHT A fine stock. Low prices, A cosy store and courteous TORO NTO Re-dyed, Altered OP Made Over 
rf (Professor Sanitary Science Toronto University) attention will make you feel at home. Should LEAVE THEM HOW with 





Tome seem | Look for Progresive Bute Preats| PORT LAN DJ. & J. LUGSDINIf : <a 
"Ghoul ins to your erquiry regarding your a AT OLD ORCHAR D FURRIERS ai ans Do ov ADDRESSES 


Koumise I may say that I have tried it and prescribed it BROWN’S, 110 YONGE STREET ON THE MAINE COAST, 101 Yonge Street TORONTO 


for several patients, and find it cf EXCaLLENT QUALITY. end to all Telephone Ne. 2575 


WM. OLDBIGHT._ WHITE MOUNTAIN RESORTS| ~ 




















un a an a D Oxydized Card Cases, Match Safes, Car EVERY TUESDAY and FRIDAY Grtiack sna Coupe 
C U N a . I Q Ticket Boxes, Gon Bon Boxee, ny leave Old Orchard E very Monday ee 
aS. ees om Shopping Tablets and Thurscay, running through to iene iene 
s - ust the things for Proqresvive Buchre Parties A mae or ‘isles a, Telephone 2104 
F and full information to 
E i RO PE M2: THOMAS MowBRAY OOK riches Ancat. Clty Take Otters Arthur M. Bowman Hee omen who writen e aan. 
; Architectural Sculptor 118 King St. West, -24 York St. Proprietor And 80 we say py c 








A. F. WEBSTER 58 Yonge Street 88 Youne murest Avene Board of Trade Building, and 1216 Queen St, W., Parkdale. Because he wags the world, 
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McKENDRY'S |gar BE SURE TO READ IT 


202 YONGE STREET 
6 Doors North of Queen OUR PRICE LIST FOR NEXT WEEK 
saturpay |MOURNING DRESS GOODS THE SPECIALTY 
THE BON MARCHE wrote starting bargaine ne French Moventte 


a the busiest time of May and 
une our sales have gone no . . 
% Se than during this week now | 2 eSS Goods that have ever been offered to the purchasing public. 
g ya curing this week now Read a few of the rie nies prices, and remember that alihough space will permit but a few lines to be 
The enumerated we have hundreds of specials which are just as cheap and equally as good as those quoted. Read 
carefully every item. Parties living at a distance who may wish to secure samples can do so by sending name 
JULY SALE and address, 





Social and Personal. 


* (Continued from Page Two.) 
ceptory and the Mystic Shrine (Masonic), Capi- 
tal Lodge and the Select Knights A.O.U.W., 
and he was an active Reformer in St, James’ 
ward. His funeral was very largely attended 
and his very many friends amongst the young 
man of the city sympathize with his widow 


who is left with five children, 
me 


The Toronto Riding and Driving Club gave 
an ‘‘At Home” on Saturday, the llth of July, 
at Norway. Several members and their friends 
drove out, and afternoon tea was served about 
5.39 o'clock. The object of the gathering was 
to select a site for a new club house which the 
club intends to erect before the next season 
commences, 



































closing. 
* 

Monday and Wednesday saw the Bloor street 
grounds of the Toronto Cricket Club thronged 
by fair ladies and their escorts. The occasion 
was the International cricket match between 
Canada and the United States. All Toronto 
sociaty still remaining in town was present, 
and great interest was evinced in the game by 
all the spectators. 


x x x x x x x x 
A line of fine Black Cashmere,| A line of French All wool Henri- 
oo “aoe peice _ wr age was niet, silk finished, and worth 60c. 
: ur price for this sale ur price for this saleis - 
“talib tugeties ” ~ 40c 
io Xx x 


is - 
. . x 
A special line of French Ail-wool 
Henriettas, silk finished. Original 
price was 80c. Our price 


x x x x 
A line of Black All-wool Nun’s 
Veiling. The regular price was 
18c. Our price for this sale 1 
is - - . - 123c 


x x x x 
A line of fine All wool Black Nun’s 

Veiling. The original price was 

20c. Our price for this sale 

is - . . . or 


is an established fact on our re- 
cords, and now each year July may 
be looked upon as the month when 
all surplus stock of summer goods 
must go quick before the reduc- 
tion red pencil. The 


x x x x 
A special line of fine Black Cash- 
mere. The original price was 60c. 


The Toronto Lawn ‘lennis Club are this week ; > . 
Our price for this sale is 


holding their annual tournament, and every ladies of 





afternoon the ground has been filled with in- 
terested onlookers, 


Mr. and Mrs, Harry Brock have returned 
from their honeymoon, They have taken a 
house on Cecil street which they will occupy 


as soon as possible, 
os 


Miss M. C. Strong of Brantford and Mr. and 
Mrs. William Flood of Paisley will start July 
21st on a trip by water to Murray Bay, and 
afterwards spend the rest of the summer at 


Southampton, Lake Huron, 
* 


Mr. and Mrs, H, Disney Ellis are staying at 
The Pines, Center Island, for a few weeks. 


Miss Violet Seymour has returned to Port 
Hope. 








Out of Town. 





NIAGARA-ON THE LAKE, 


The annual meetings of the Niagara Confer- 
ence, which for the past nine years have been 
steadily growing more successful and more 
largely attended, opened last Wednesday, con- 
tinuing as usual through the following nine 
days. The pavilion, so picturesquely situated 
at the north end of the beautiful grounds of 
the Queen’s Royal, was taxed to its utmost 
sea’ ing capacity, the average daily attendance 
at each meeting very nearly ngewe 4 seven 
or eight hundred. As usual, speakers were 
present from every part of the country—some 
from Toronto and other neighboring cities, 
some from Chicago, Ohio, New York and dif- 
ferent parts of the United States, while 
among those in attendance, not taking an act- 
ive part, were representatives from all parts of 
the world, from the earnest missionary from 
far away China and the bronzed-faced Japanese 
student who, for the sake of his newly em- 
braced balief, suffered exile from his native 
country, to the grave, kindly-faced ‘“‘all night” 
missionary from the crowded ways of New 
York. Some of the speakers were: Dr. H. M. 
Parsons, Rev. Mr. Pearson and Rev. T. C. 
Des Barres of Toronto; Rev. W. J. Eardman, 
secretary of the conference, Rev. Albert Eard- 
man, Mr. George C. Needham, Rev, S. H. Kel- 
logg and Professor Morehead of Ohio; Dr. and 
Dr. N. West and Rev. Mr. Morton of Hamil- 
ton; Mr. Parlane of Collingwood, and a num. 
ber of others. One of the most beautiful of 
the many instructive addresses given during 
the week was that of Dr. West on the Book of 
Daniel, his grand intellect and thorough know!- 
edge of his subject enabling him to cast new 
light upon many of the old prophecies and ques- 
tions which, in spite of long and careful study, 
have proved so beyond the understanding of 
many a wise and older student. Another very 
beautiful address was that of Professor More- 
head on the Book of Job. Mr. Needham also 
spoke most ably, keeping the close attention of 
his hearers from beginning to end, on Man’s 
Moral Relation to God. As an illustration of 
one point under discussion, his comparison of 
the scientists of the day, each holding his own 
against the equally strongly arguments of the 
others, to the old fable of the inability of the 
four men to agree as to the color of the newly 
discovered cameleon, seemed alas! for the con- 
fidence which the ever changing theories of the 
scientists inspire, to appeal to the keen appre- 
ciation of every one present, and hundreds of 
pencils made a note of the score against the 
oft-attacked [men of science. It was a matter 
of very general regret that Rev. Dr. Brooks of 
Chicago was unable, through illness in the 
family, to be present at the meetings this year. 
His addresses upon former occasions have al- 
ways been listened to with the most profound 
interest, the attention of even the most care- 
less of his hearers being chained and held by 
his earnest and eloquent words. Among the 
many who were present, some only appearing 
occasionally, others attending regulariy were : 
Miss Flagier of Lockport, Miss Rye of the 
Westera Home, Mrs, sag mer Kirby, Mrs. Bart- 
lett, Miss Dick, Miss xter, Miss Griffith, 
Miss Gordon, Rev. Mr. Stevens, Mr. and Mrs, 
Dane, Mr. and Mrs. Winnett, Rev. Mr. Wade 
of Old St. Paul's, Woodstock, Mrs. Tafft, Mr. 
O'Brian, Miss Purkiss, Miss Ker, Mr. G. 
Shaw, Mrs. Baxter, Mrs, Aikins, the Misses 
Paffard, W. Sver, Miss Bernard, Mr. William 
Kirby, Rev. F. M, Baldwin of Aylmer, Miss 
Alice Baldwin, Mr. and Mrs, H. Garrett, Mrs, 
Butler, the Misses Boulton, Mrs. Wilkinson, 
Mrs, James and the Misses Lockhart, Mr, L. 
Nelles, Miss Blake, Mr. Sawia, Mr. Foy, Mr, C. 
Milloy, Miss E Heward, Mrs, R, Bail, Miss 
Gale, Mes. J. add the Misses Bali. Mr. Sawin, 
Miss M. Ker, Miss B. Strathy. Niagara was 
represented by Rev. J. ©. Garrett, Rev. N. 
Smith, Rev. Dr, Ker and Rev. Canon Arnold. 
Tne congregation of St. Mark's was most 
leasantly surprised last Sunday. At the open- 
ng of the service a long procession of surpliced 
men and boys—a sight never seen in the old 
<church—marched in from the eastern vestry 
‘door and filed reverently into the choir seats, 
Mr. &. Andrews, organist of St. Mary's church, 
Buffalo, who has been camping out near Para- 
dise Grove with his choir of boys, numbering 
between twenty and thirty, kindly offered to 
supply the musical portion of the morning and 
evening service, and his offer was most grate- 
fully accepted, As the choir has the well 
deserved reputation of being one of the best in 
Buffalo, it is neediess to say the congresntiot 
enjoyed a most unexpected and delightful 
treat. The solo in the anthem, which was very 
omntte rendered, was taken by Master 
George Sidford, a slight English boy, whose 
clear, sweet accent added greatly to the musi- 
cal beauty of his voice. The boys and a part 
of friends who are enjoying a holiday wit 
Som drove .— — heey coon CO a 
camping und, which is in a very y posi- 
tion near - a mile up the river ao ta an im- 
mensely long park coach, their clear, well 
cultivated voices blending beautifully in some 
of the old, well known hymns as poe 
through the streets and over the wide, quiet 
common leading to their temporary home. 
There was no hop at the Queen’s last Satur- 
day but the ball room, nevertheless, was not 
empty. Iustead of the faultlessly attired men 
and daintily robed girls who usually occupy it, 
long rows of tables stood side by side as close 
as comfort would allow and movement admit, 






























trade till 202 sounded the alarm. 


to secure Dress Goods, Hosiery, 
Gloves, Muslins, Prints, Flannel- 
ettes and Notions for their boys 
Not a shelf has been 
this well stocked 


and girls. 
overlooked in 
store. 


GOODS THE FINEST 
PRICES THE LOWEST 
Every modern convenience for 
If it be 


possible that any readers of Satur- 
pay Nicut have not already paid 


expeditious shopping. 


a visit to this busy commercial 
center, the sooner the wiser. 


McKENDRY'S 


202 Yonge St., 6 Doors north of Queen 


and instead of music, light chatter and gay 
peals of laughter, graver subjects of religion 
were discussed, as members of the conference 
who had prevailed upon Mr. Winnett to con- 
vert the ball-room into a temporary dining- 
room, reasoned over points of difference or 
argued upon the various subjects chosen by 
the lecturers. 

Miss Mabel Kerr has been the guest during 
the week of Miss A. Anderson, 

Miss Brian of St. Louis will spend the 
summer with Mrs, J. Lewis. 

Mr. Pedro Alma and family of Toronto are at 
Doyle's, 

Miss Theresa Watt of Buffalo has been 
oe afew oe at Oaklands, the residence 
of her father, Dr. H. Watt. 

Mr. Costiton of New York is the guest of 
Mr. A, C. Howe, Like Shore. 

Mrs. Walter Beardmore and family are re- 
gistered at Doyle's hotel. 

Miss Youell has returned to her home at 
Aylmer. 

rs. Strathy and family have arrived for the 
summer. 

Mr. R. and Mrs, Ferry of Hamilton, are 
boarding at Mrs. J. Doherty’s. 

Mrs. and Miss May Williams of Hamilton 
have been spending the past few days in town, 

Mrs, Anderson is registered at Doyle’s. 

Mrs. R. M. Willson of Simcoe and Mr. H. C. 
Willson of Woodstock are visiting friends in 
town, 

Mr. C. Montgomery of Toronto has been the 
guest during the past week or two of Mr. W. 
Syer, the Anchorage. He returned home this 
week, Mrs. Skull and Miss Montgomery were 
also guests at the Anchorage this week. 

Judge Morson was in town last Saturday. 

Mrs. George Baxter of Thorold and Mrs, 
Aikens of oodstock are boarding at Mrs. 
Miller’s on Johnston. street. 

Mrs. Taft of New York is among those re- 
gistered at the Queen's, 

Mrs. Butler of Paisley is the guest of Mra. 
H. Garrett, of the Willows. 

Mrs, W. Arnold of Chicago is the guest of 
Rev. Canon and Mrs, Arnold. 

Mr. F, Helmer of Hamilton spent a few days 
in town this week. 

Some of the energetic ladies of St. Mark’s 
arranged a very pleasant five o’clock tea at the 
school house on Wednesday for the boys of St. 
Mary's choir, who ey enjoyed the 
break in their camp life immensely. Their 
holiday was a most thoroughly jolly and de- 
lightful one in every way, but five oclock teas 
with their accompanying dainties are not al. 
ways within the reach of a number of boys 
under canvas, and that of Wednesday evening 
was most enjoyable. 








GALATEA, 
HAMILTON, 


Everything has been exceedingly quiet in 
society circles ontae to the departure of so 
many of our people for their summer recrea- 
tion. 

Mrs, George Hamilton, one of our charming 
vocalists, is visiting her parents at their home 
in Alpena, Mich. 

Miss Macbeth of London is the guest of her 
sister, Mrs. Worthington, at her charming 
beach cottage. 

Mrs. Gartshore is spending a week or two 
with friends in Fergus, 

Miss Mitchell of Montreal is the guest of 
Mrs. Harvey, Duke street. 

Mr. Tuckett, accompanied by his daughter, 
Mrs. Duggan, left for England last week to 
enjoy the summer months abroad. 

r. A, E. Finncane of the Bank of Montreal, 
Chicago, formerly of Hamilton, is spending a 
few days here. His many friends are delighted 
to see his jovial foge here sain, 

Mr. Bankier of Scotland is the guest of Mr. 
and Mrs. Stuart of Inglewood. 

Mrs. Ormiston Roy of London is the guest of 
her sister-in-law, Mrs, Noyes, Duke street. 

Miss Sinclair gave a charming tennis party 
to a few friends last Wednesday afternoon. 

Mr, R ald Moreton is in Toronto this 
week tak part in the tennis tournament 
being held there, 

Mr, and Miss Sadler have gone to Port Dover 
for the summer, 














Toronto flock here in thousands, 
surprised to find the very finest 
fabrics at prices unknown to the 


This sale presents a golden oppor- 
tunity for mothers of large families 





x x x x 
A line of fine All wool 


x 


French Goods. 
was 40c, 


sale is - 
The above line is double width. 


x x x x 


French 
Serge. The original price was 30c. 
Our price for this sale is - 90c 


x x x 
A line of Checked Lace Grenadine 
The original price| Serge. The original price was 66c. 


Our price for this 95c 





" 45c 


Note this---A beautiful All-wool 
French “a. aS an original 
price was 80c. Our price for 
this saleis - - - 60c 

x x x x 
A very fine Black All-wool French 


Our price for this saleis - 5Oc 


Xx X x Xx 


60c 


apf seb x x 
A fine Silk Warp Henrietta, guar- 


for this sale is - - 


anteed. The regular price was 
$1.00 Our price for this 
saleis - ° ° (5c 


ae x x 
A beautiful Silk Warp French Par- 
amatta, “warranted.” The regular 


rice was $1.60. O 
prigs for this sale is - $1.00 
x 


x x x 


We close our store at 6 o’clock each day during the months of July and August. 


THE BON MARCHE -_ 7 and 9 KING STREET EAST 








SUMMER DAYS 


Hot weather is daily driving the citizens away to seek cocl comfort in 
Muskoka, Grimsby, Niagara and a host of other popular Canadian districts 


: CAMPERS should see that they have a complete stock of 

Eatables before starting. The Grange Whole- 

sale Supply Co, 35 Colborne Street, will for the next month make a 
specialty of supplying Camping Parties. 


We carry an immense variety of Provisions to chooseffrom, and care- 
fully pack all orders and ship to any address if desired. The saving 
effected by buying trom us is an important feature. 


THE GRANGE WHOLESALE SUPPLY CO. 


35 Colborne Street 





MASON & RISCH 


Extend a cordial invitation to the musical public to inspect their ware- 
rooms, which have just been decorated and remodelled on a scale 
(and they trust with a degree of taste) worthy of the art manufacture 


of which they are the most prominent representatives. 


The cele- 


brated portrait by Joukouvsky of the great tone master, 


DR. FRANZ LIZST 


has now been placed in the most favorable position (as to light) which 
it has yet occupied, and its magnificent qualities as a work of art may 
now be appreciated to a degree hitherto not possible. 


The warerooms are now filled with a MAGNIFICENT DISPLAY of 


pianos of their own manufacture, to which especial attention is also 


32 KING ST. WEST 


called. 








Miss Irene Gurney of Toronto is the guest of 
Miss Edith Robinson of Hannah street. 

Mrs. George Glassco gave a small dance Isst 
Tuesday evening. 

Mrs. ‘lexander Turner and family of Mon- 
treal are the guests of Mrs. James Turner of 
Highfield. 

Mrs, George Thomson has gone to Cobourg 
for the summer months. 

Miss Adelaide Dewar left last week for Mus- 
koka to be the guest of her sister, Mrs, Mc 
Murrich. 

Miss Ambrose is sojourning in Muskoka also. 

Mr. and Mrs. Aldous left last week for 
Georgian Bay. 

Miss Marten of Cayuga is the guest of her 
aunt, Mrs. Marten of John street south. 

Miss Thorburn of Toronto has been spending 
a week in Hamilton, the guest of Miss Robert- 
son at Rannock Lodge. 

Miss Baldwin of Toronto is the guest of Mrs, 
Ridley of Main street. SYLVIA, 





Love-Making in Spain. 

Baron Strauss said that English women were 
so popular in Spain that their appearance in- 
terfered with the wheels of justice in that 
country. ‘English women,” he said, “go 
about Spain as they would in this country, 
while the Spanish women are caged up like 
birds, The only way to make love to them is 
to stand off some hundred yards and stare, 

** The pretty senorita sits in her open window 
and you can only look at her. ere is one 
chance in a hundred of getting an opportunity 
of speaking to one while she is in church, but 
that is the only . Last summer a Loadon 
merchant and his beautiful daughter stopped 
for a few days in the little town where I was 
sojourning. The you lady was one of the 
handsomest that I had ever seen—light hair, 
eyes like bits of heaven’s blue, classic form, 
and all that was lovely. Well, you can imagine 
what a atir she created among the young 
Ss who are held so far away from the 
native women. 

* The son of a wealthy Spaniard used to stand 





for hours opposite the window of this English 
girl. One day the father went away, leaving 
the daughter unattended for a few hours. The 
young lady walked to the hotel from the sta- 
tion, and was followed by the Spanish admirer. 
As she was nearly home the young fellow | 
rushed up to her, and, os @ kiss upon | 
her forehead, ran away for dear life. 

‘When the father came home there was a 
little excitemeat. He had the ;vung fellow 
arrested, and the next day he was brought be- 
fore the judge, who gravely asked what the 
charge was. 

“* Assaulting a woman,’ spoke up the Lon.- 
doner. 

*** What did the prisoner do?’ 

*** He ran up to my daughter on the street 
and kissed her.’ 

*** He kissed this lovely young lady?’ asked 
the judge, as he left his bench and carefully 
scrutinized the fair English girl. 

** Yes, sir.’ 

*** Well, who wouldn’t ?’ remarked the judge, 
as he left the room. And would you believe 
that was all the satisfaction the Londoner 
could get in Spain?” 


———— oo 


Kingsley and the Butterfly. 


As everybody knows, Charles Kingsley loved 
well *‘ both man and bird and beast.” This 
feature in his character was curiously dis- 
played one Sunday in church. He was just 
about to enter the pulpit to preach his sermon, 
when all on a sudden he disappeared from the 
view of the congregation. bat was amiss? 
It was soon seen, however, that nothing seri- 
ous had happened, He had only stooped in 
search of something on the floor, which, when 
found, he*had taken to the vestry. And what 
was this something, do you think? An injured 


butterfly which was flattering about on the 
und? Be unable to fly away owing to 
hurt, K ey was afraid it might be trod- 


den on, and so he had interrupted the service 
of the church until he had removed the 
wounded insect out of harm’s way, 


] 





McCUAIG & MAINWARING 


REAL ESTATE, FINANCIAL AND 
LOAN AGENTS 


18 Victoria Street 147 St. James Street 
TORONTO MONTREAL 
We purchase, sell and rent all kinds of real estate, or- 


ganize syndicates and manage estates, negotiate loans, 
purchase and sell mortgages, debentures, etc. 





Our list of properties for sale comprises houses and lots 
at all prices in the best localities. The following are a few 
samples of selected 


COMFORTABLE HOMES 


PRUCE STREET—SEVEN ROOMS, BATH, &c,; GOOD 
lot ; $2,200. Terms arranged. 





AZLETON AVENUE — SEMI-DETACHED, NINE 
rooms, bath, &c.; $2,500. Small payment down. 





ORDEN STREET—A VERY DESIRABLE NEW 
semi-detached solid brick residence, 10 rooms, fur- 
nace, concrete cellar, two gas grates, an elegant home, 
complete, modera. $4,250, 10 per cent. down, balance 
arranged. 


RUNSWICK AVENUE—SOLID BRICK, SEMI-DE- 

TACHED, side entrance, stone foundations, 10 rooms, 

full size cellar, concrete floor, all conveniences, hot air 

we nicely papered down stairs. Price 35,500; easy 
erms. 





EWARD AVENUE — SOLID BRICK, SEMI-DE- 
TACHED, side entrance, all convenienes, furnace, 
newly papered, etc.,S rooms, $2500; no reasonable offer 


refused. 





T. GEORGE STREET—A CHARMINGLY SITUATED 

solid brick, semi-detached house, in first-class order, 

10 rooms, heated by furnace; beautiful lawn in front with 

deep lot, nicely sodded; new stable and carriage house, 

harness and coachman’s rooms. Splendid location for a 

pa For full particulars call at office. Price only 
000. 





ADISON AVENUE—FIRST CLAS3, HIGHLY FIN- 
ISHED, solid brick, detached, 11 rooms, bath and 
modern conveniences, furnace, eto. $11,500. 


Our printed catalogue containing a full list of our pro- 
perties will be sent free to any address. 


McCUAIG & MAINWARING 
18 Victoria Street 





HANDSOME WAGONETTE FOR SALE 


A handsome American wagonette, suitable for family 
use ; pole and shafts, canopy top, upholstered in morocco ; 
neary new; a bargain. Enquire at 


GRAND'S REPOSITORY 


If Women Only Knew 


THE EXQUISITE PLEASURE OF 
WEARING A PAIR OF 


ALL FEATHERBONE 
CORSETS 


After having suffered the tortures 
of the old fashioned corset, with 
side steels, which hurt, and break, 
and rust, they would always in- 
sist on having 


“ FEATHERBONBE” 


in preference to amy other. The: 
give to the figure that symmetri- 
val beauty which is a woman's 
greatest charm. 

&@° Sold by First-class Dealers. 


ASK FOR THEM! 
LADIES 


ASK FOR 


BARBOUR’S 


LINEN THREADS 


The Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 
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Later Music of the Week. 


ORS 

The Women’s Christian Guild concerts com- 
menced on Wednesday evening before a very 
slim audience, making the Pavilion seem very 
empty compared with the grounds outside, 
which were filled with a tremendous crowd to 
hear the band of the Queen’s Own Rifles. Iam 
afraid that the promoters of these concerts will 
find a good many others who speculated 
upon the great influx of teachers to the city, 
but who did not consider that the same 
teachers were not millionaires. It was not 
wise to expect that the visitors would pass by 
gratis music in the sweet open-air with all the 
glamor of electric light and moonlight, and 
pay from fifty cents to a dollar to swelter at a 
concert in a hot gas-lighted room, no matter 
how good the singers may be. They would 
rather spend the price of the ticket in 
exploring the town, by clubbing together 
and chartering a carriage. Be that as it 
may, the first concert—the one I attended—was 
avery enjoyable one. Mrs. Agnes Thomson 
was at her best, and her voice showed its great 
purity and sweetness and range, and in spite 
of the distracting influences of the band’s tones 
sweeping in on the breeze, she managed to 
maintain a strict fidelity to intonation. Her 
support was very fair, the vocalists being Mrs, 
A. Huycke Garratt, Mr. J. F. Thomson, Mr. 
Alex. M, Gorrie, Mr. J. Bryce Mundie, Mr. D. 
E. Cameron and Mr, Franz Wagner, with Mrs. 
Wagner, Mr. W. Hewlett and Mr, E, W. Phil- 
lips as accompanists, 


The first meeting of the Music Department 
took place in the parlors of the Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church on!Friday afternoon, under the 
chairmanship of Mr. Herbert Griggs of Denver, 
Col. The proceedings were opened with song, 
Mrs, Clara E, Shilton singing When the Heart 
is Young, and Mr, E. W. Schuch singing Nor- 
man’s Tower; both selections being received 
with applause, which was promptly sup- 
pressed by the chairman in the interests of 
business. Mr. Herbert Griggs made some 
opening remarks, in the course ot which he 
made a very practical suggestion—that the 
staff notation might derive great benefit from 
the sol-fa method in modulation by placing the 
syllable of the incoming key over the notes of 
the different parts where the transition occurs. 
Mr. Edgar O. Silver of Boston, Mass., read a 
paper on The Growth of Music Among the 
People, an interesting subject, which was very 
ably handled. A strong appeal was made for 
increased attention to the study of music, it 
being claimed that no other study tended to 
elevate and cultivate the mind to the same 
degree as music, Nations and tongues were 
separated to-day by creed, custom and ideas, 
but above all other earthly influence music had 
the power of drawing out the bestiin men and 
bringing them nearer to one another. 

The next paper was one by Mr. A. Thom 
Cringan on Methods, illustrated by a class of 
young girls. It was,as might be expected, a 
strong advocacy of the tonic sol-fa system. It 
was practical and effective in its results but it 
led to the battle I had already looked for. The 
president had his fighting harness on ; the rule 
for adjournment of the meeting was suspended 
and Mr. Griggs left the chair to get into the 
melee, and the discussion was earnest and 
eaphatic, not to say heated, The fight (verbal 
6a1y, of course) lasted until after six o'clock 
and was then continued on steps, in porch, on 
sidewalk and in cars. In addition to Messrs. 
Griggs and Cringan the following gentlemen 
took a hand in the matter: The vice-president, 
Mr. N. T. Glover, Akron, O. ; Messrs. D. C. 
Gardiner, Platville, Wis. ; W. H. Smith, Mon- 
treal; Mr. Oongdon, St. Paul; and Messrs. 
Preston, Foresman, Clarke and others. As 
both sides carried their dead from the field of 
battle. I presume it may be declared a draw. 

ME&TRONOME. 


pect pent 
A Smart Boy. 

Thete is & ok any going the -*" as about 
a man who has become © cessful merchant. 
A few years ago he was employed as an office 
boy and messenger for a large firm. He was 
sent to collect an account from a firm which 
was considered very “shaky,” and was told to 
get the money at all hazards. The debtors 

ve the lad a cheque for £50. He went to the 

ank at once to cash it, and was told by the 
cashier that there were not enough funds to 
meet it. 

“‘ How much short ?” asked the lad. 

“ Thirty shillings,” was the answer. 

It lacked but a minute or two of the time for 
the bank to close. The boy felt in his pockets, 
took out thirty shillings, and, pushing it 
through the window, said, ‘“ Put that to the 
credit of Blank & Co.” 

The cashier did so, whereupon the boy pre- 
sented the cheque and got the money. Blank 
& Coe. failed the next day, and their chagrin 
can be better imagined than described when 
they found out the trick that bad been played 
upon them. This story, however, is in all pro- 
bability a lie. 

__O OO oOo" 


He Can’t Help It. 
Cumso—I never knew a man break his word 
a3 Hojack does. 
Fangle—I have always found him truthful. 
Cumso-— Yes ; but see how he stutters.—Judye. 


A Striking Likeness. 
‘Mr, Weber, this is your son’s photograph 
we he ordered. Does it not look like him? 
re 
* But he has net paid me for it yet.” 
** That looks still more like him.”—Judge. 


_ 


His Poem did not Read Right. 

An editor was sitting in his office one day 
when a man entered whose brow was clothed 
with thunder. Fiercely seizing a chair, he 
slammed his hat on the table, hurled his um- 
brella on the floor and sat down. 

** Are you the editor?” he asked, 

* Yes,” 

“Can you read writing?” 

“* Of course,” 

** Read that, then,” he said, thrusting at the 
editor an envelope with an inscription on it, 

** BR,” said the editor, opine to spell it. 

‘*That’s not a ‘B’; it’s an ‘S,’” said the man. 

““*S’? Oh, yes, I see. Well, it looks like 
‘Sal for Dinner,’ or ‘Souls of Sinners,’” aaid 
the editor. 

** No, sir,” replied the man; “‘ nothing of the 
sort. That's my name—Samuel Brunner. I 
knew you couldn't read. I called to see about 
that pam of mine you printed the other day, 
entitled The Surcease of Sorrow.” 

** I don’t remember it,” said the editor. 

“ Of course you don’t, because it went into 
the paper under the villainous title of ‘Smear- 
case. To.morrow.’” 

“A blunder of the compositor, I suppose.” 

* Yes, sir; and that’s what I want to see 
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you about. The way in which that _ was 
mutilated was cimply scandalous. haven't 
slept a night since. It exposed me to derision. 
People think I am an ass, (The editor coughed.) 
Let me show you. The first line, when I wrote 
it, read in this way: ‘Lying by a weeping wil- 
low, underneath a gentile slope.’ That is beauti- 
ful and poetic. Now, how did your vile sheet 
represent it to the public? ‘ Lying to a weep- 
ing widow, I induce her to ar, * Weeping 
widow,’ mind you. A widow! Oh, thunder 
and lightning! this is too much! But look at 
the fourth verse. That's worse yet. ‘Cast 
thy ris before swine, and lose them in the 
dirt.’ He makes it read in this fashion : ‘Cart 
thy pills before sunrise, and love them if they 
hurt.’ Now, isn’t that a cold-blooded outrage 
on a man’s feelings? I'll leave it to you if it 
isn’t.” 

** Tt’s hard, sir, very hard,” said the editor. 

“Then take the fifth verse. In the original 
manuscript it said, plain as oo : *Take 
away the jingling money ; it is only glittering 
dross.’ In its printed form you made me say: 
‘Take away the tingling honey ; put some flies 
in for the boss.’ By George! I feel like attack- 
ing somebody with your fire-shovel! But, oh! 
look at the sixth verse. I wrote: ‘I’m weary 
of the tossing of the ocean as it heaves.’ When 
I opened your paper, and saw the line trans- 
tormed into ‘I’m wearing out my trowsers till 
they’re open at the knees,’ I thought that was 
taking itan inch too far. I fancy I have a 
ren’ to murder that compositor. Where is 

e?” 

‘*He is out just now,” said the editor. 
** Come in to-morrow.” 

“TI will,” said the poet; “‘and I will come 
armed.” 


DENTISTRY. 


G L. BALL, DENTIST 
. Honor Graduate of Session '83 and ’84. 
74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. __ Tel. 2266 


R. CAPON Tel. 3821 
12 Carlton Street 

L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.8., Philadelphia; 
M.D.S., New York. 


W™:- MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S., Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 


325 College Street 
Toronto 


Telephone 2278. 


D® A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. O. D. S$. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. 


For Headache 4 Neuralgia 
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The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


DUNLOP—At 205 De Grasei etreet, on July 13, Mrs. 
N. Stewart Dunlop—a son, 

WARREN—At Toronto, dn July 8, Mre. W. A. Warren— 
& daughter. 

ROBERTSON— At Toronto, on July 9, Mrs. J. W. Robert- 
s0n—a son. 

FERGUSON—At Cookstown, on July 5, Mrs. QO, B. Fer- 
guson—a daughter. 

LEONARD—At London, on July 3, Mes. Charles w. 
Leonard—a danghter. 

HORNING--At St. George, on July 3, Mrs. L. E Horring 
—a daughter. 

MACDONALD—At Toronto, on July 7, Mrs. J. A. Mac- 
donald—a son. 

HAND—At Toronto, on July 9, Mrs. James Hand—a 
daughter. 

NICHOLSON—At Chapleau, on July 
Nicholeon—a gan, e Y 5 Mr Wb, 

ITE— te x — 2 i 

mabe “ Toroata, bn June 21, Mre. W. T: Wiite=s + 

» utMING—At Toronto, on July 7, Mre. R. J. Fleming—- 
a daughter. ‘ 

CAMPBELL—At Toronto, Mrs. A. M. Campbeli-a 


daughter. 
CROMARTY—At Toronto, on July 8, Mrs. R. B. Cromarty 


—a son, 
PARKER—At Thedford, on July 10, Mra. R J. Parker> 


& son. s 

DOWNEY—At Toronto, on June 27, Mrs. Alex. DOwney 
—a daughter. 

FRASER—At Toronto, on July 1, Mre. AleXander Fraser 
—a daughter. 

GIBSON-— At Toronto Junction, on July 9, Mra. W. G. 
Gibson—twics, son and daughter. 

MARR—At Barrie, on July 7, Mre. Fred Marr—a daugh- 
ter. 

NELSON—At Woodstock, on July 2, Mrs. Walter H. 
Nelson—a son. 

MADDEN—At Toronto, on July 10, Mre. Daniel Madden 
—a& son. 

DEANE—At Toronto, on July 4, Mrs. Robert W. Deane— 
a daughter. 


Marriages. 

NEILL—MERCER—At Peterboro,’ on June 30, Robert 
Neill, jun., to Aggie Mercer. 

NUNN—BROOKS—At Willow Grove, near Weston, on 
July 6. George Nunn to Penelope E. Brooks. 

FATT—SUTTON—At Walkerton, on July 8th, the Rev. 
Fred Helling Fatt to Sarah Ellen Sutton. 

JONES—FRANCIS—At Toronto, on July 11, Jno. A. 
Jones to Julia Francis. 

BACQUE—SCOTT—At Toronto, on July 7, Louis H 
Bac que to Harriet 8. Scott. 

MsCKENZ'E—OSLER—At Toronto, on July 9, Mervyn 
Mackenzie to Ethel Osler. 

FRASER--LAMOND—At Toronto, on July 6, James 
Fraser to Janet Lamond. 

HEATHORN—BEETON—At St. Catherines, on July 8, 
W. E. Heathorn to Mary Beeton. 

ALEX ANDER—LANGDON—At Toronto, on July 8, 
Joseph Edwin Alexander to Maud Langdon. 

JORDISON—NICHOLSON—At Artemesia, on July 8, 
Charles I. Jordison to Martha E. Nicholson. 

BARRAS—McKENZIE—At Toronto, on July 11, Charles 
Barras to Isabella McKenzie. 

WEBB—MILLER—As Windsor, Nova Scotia, on July &, 
Arthur Alexander Webb to Hattie Howe Miller. 


Deaths. 


ELLIOTT—At Toronto, on July 9, Margaret Elliott, aged 
28 years. 
WATSON—At Blyth, on June 27, Thomas Watson, aged 
76 years. 
; POWER—At Rancho Manzanito, Cal.,on July 1, Ellen 
Power, aed 58 years. 
COCHRANE—At Toronto, on July 10, Margaret Carlyle 
Cochrane, aged 74 years 
SCOTT—At Toronto, on July 10, Mary Scott, aged 74 
earr. 
SMITH— At Toronto, on July 10, Annie Smith. 
FISH’ R— At Toronto, on July 9, Mary Ann Fisher. 
ROGERS—At Toronto, on July 8, Charles Rogers, aged 


74 years. 
SENIOR—At Ayr, on July 10, Richard Senior, aged 78 


ears. 
, LAIDLAW—At Torcnto, on July 10, Esther Laidlaw, 
aged 37 years. 

PUTNAM—At Hamilton, on Joly 10, Ruby Mildred Put- 
nam, aged 12 years. 

PANTER—At Toronto, on July 14, Ethel Emma Panter, 

10 months. 

GUINANE—At Toronto, on July 14, Joseph Guinane, 
aged 29 years. 

PIK E—At Toronto, Theresa Blackstock Pike. 

SINCLAIR—At Toronto, on July 8, John Sinelair, aged 


38 years. 

WILSON—At Toronto, on July 5, Willie Wilson. 

WILLIAMS—At Toronto, on July 9, Myre. Elizabeth 
Williams, 71 years. 

MURTON—At ‘Poronto, on July 8, William Alfred Mar- 
ton, aged 35 years. 


McMAHON—At Toronto, James J. McMahon, aged 34 
yea s. 
KORMANN—At Toronto, on July 11, Ignatiue Kormann, 


56 years. 
WARREN—In the Township of Moore, Annie Edward 
Warren, aged 35 years. 
HARWOOD—At Land Lake, on July 5, William Har- 


wood. 

LOUNT—At Bracebridge, on July 11, Charles Wesley 
Lount, ed 68 years. 

TENNANT—<At Toronto, on July 12, David Tennant, 


56 years. 
LUMBERS—At Toronto, on July 12, Harriet A. Lum- 
bers, aged 16 ee 
BELL—At Toronto, on July 9, Jane *. Bell, aged 30 


years, 
COLLETT—At Eglinton, on July 8, Mary Ann Collett, 
aged 2 years. 
ARMSTRONG—At Toronto, on July 11, Harry Arm- 


strong. 


Oany Mother sending us her name and 

address on a postal card, we will send 

two sample tins of Nestlé’s Milk Food, suffi- 

cient for four meals. Nestlé’s Food requires 

the addition of water only in its preparation. 

The best and safest diet to protect infants 

against Summer Complaints. j 

Talk with your physician about it. 

THOS. LEEMING & CO., Sole Agents, 

25 St, Peter St,, Montreal. 


DEAFNESS 


iTS CAUSES AND CURE 


Scientifically treated by an aurist of world-wide reputa- 
tion. Deafness eradicated and entirely cured, of from 20 
to 30 years’ standing, after all other treatments have 
failed. How the difficulty is reached and the cause re- 
moved, fully explained in circulars, with affidavits and tes- 
timonials of cures from prominent people, mailed free. 


Dr. A. FONTAINE, 34 West 14th St., N. ¥. 


OAK HALL 


UR assortment of Boys’ Two 

and Three Piece Suits at 
present is at its very best. The 
styles are the newest, and the 
manner in which they are made 
is such that the most critical 
cannot help but be pleased, In 


addition to our slStk of Tweed 
and Cloth Suits we have just 
opened out a magnificent lot of 
Lim, and Nankeen Fancy Suits 
Wade in blouse waists and sailor 
styles. Our prices will be found 
reasonable. 


OAK HALL 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 
Toronto 
W. RUTHERFORD Manager 


DUFFERIN PARK RACES 
TORONTO, ONT. 
Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday 
August 6, 6, 7 and 8, and 


Monday (Civic Holiday) Aug. 10 
Races start at 2.30 o’clock each day. 

FIRST DAY—Three minute class trot, purse $300. Free 
for all trot, purse $300. 

SECOND DAY—2 40 clags trot, purse $300. 2.32 clase 
trot and pace, purse $300. 

THIRD DAY—2.45 class trot and pace, purse $300. 2.30 
class trot and pace, purse $300. 

FOURTH DAY—2 50 class, purse #200. 2.30 class trot 
and pace, purse $300 

FIFTH AY—2 34 class, purse $300. two mile race, 
trotters and pacers, 2400. 

Entries close July 30 Entrance fee 74 per cent. Ameri- 
can Trotting Asscciation Rules to govern. 

Races in harness, mile heate, best three in five. Money 
divided 50, 25, 15 and 10 per cent. Horses eligible May 23, 
1891. The right to a reserved in account of 
weather or other causes. e right to change the order of 
any day’s programme. A horse distancing the field or any 
part thereof to receive firat money only. Four to enter 
and three to start. All horses kept on the grounds will be 
charged 75c. per day for board. Admission to grounds 
50c., vehicles 503., children 25c,, ladies free. Dufferin Park 
can be reached by Queen and Brockton, College and Dover. 
court, and Bloor Street care. J. 8. CHARLES, Prop., 

No. 882 Dufferin Street, Toronto. 


YOU 
A BOY? 


if you have, bring him here and 
we will clothe him fashionably and 
neatly. 

We guarantee you fit, quality and 
value for your money. 


T. K. ROGERS 


622 Queen St. West TORONTO 
Cor. Hackney Street 


GRAND 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments. 


SQUARE 


UPRIGHT 


Our written guarantee 
for five years accompanies. 
each Piano, 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


King Street West, Toronto 


Warerooms : 117 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO 


COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street and C. P. R’v 


ICE ICE 


We have a very fine stock of Lake Simcoe and Pure 
Spring Water Ice, which we guarantee to deliver to all 


parts of the city at lowest rates. 
Grenadier Ice Co. 


(8. A. SCARLETT, Manager.) 
Office 47 Scott Street, cor. Colborne Street 
Telephone 2675. 


This Young Man’s Occupation is Gone 


And our machines are now cleaning the costly carpets and 
fine rugs for the ladies of Toronto. 

SPECIAL.—We would like the ladies to give us a call and 
gee how the work is done. Our business is strictly carpet 
aad, fitting, laying, etc., so that we give @ur whoie 
time and atiention to the work. Open all Year. Capa- 
city 3,000 yards daily. Grease spote rem: ‘when ordered 
to doso only. Orders called for add rettrned to any part 
of the city. We tare a epeniat nioth Proof eoons for ba 
ing carpets. es to ‘$eantry may leave them 
with ‘us until their nee 4 Tor pre list. We have 
in stock Mealey’s Mcth-prodf t Lining and Excelsior 


Stair Pads. i 

Orders taken 6¢ 170 Kitt Street West, 358} Yonge Street, 
873 Spadina Avenue, 432 Queen Street West, 1,412 Queen 
Street West, Parkdate. 


The Toronto Carpet Cleaning Works 
Head Office 44 Lombard Street. Telephone 2686. 
A. 8. PFEIFFER & HOUGH BROS., Props. 


TIME IS MONEY 


You can get the best value in Watches 


FRO 


Pana 


MANUFACTURING JEWELER 
61 King Street East, opposite Toronte Street 


“With special features con 
tained in no other make, and 
improvements that are the 


result of thirty years’ experi- 
ence in the refrigerator busi- 


ness, in fact one that is unap- 


proachable in merit, call on 
us for the famous LEONARD 
CLEANABLE Refrigerator. 
Costs no more than cheap 
makes,” : : 


WE HAVE SOLD THE 
Leonard 
Cleanable 
Refrigerator 


FIVE YEARS 


AND 


Guaranteed Satisfaction in Every, Case: 


H. AL COLLINS & CO. 


6, 8 & 10 Adolaide St. West 


CHABLES BROWN & CO'S PARK PHARTON 


The Only Two-Wheeler that is a Suecess in Every Way 


BODY AND SPRINGS 


HAVE 


No Connection 


with 


SHAFTS 


Entirely new. Elegant in style and finish. The finest 
trap made for doctors and ladies. 


CHARLES BROWN & CO. 


6 Adelaide Street East, Toronto 





